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And place my buſt amongſt the ſons of fame. 
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Tis true, I boaſt not Granville. eloquence, „ 
Stanbope's quick wit, or Bedford's nervous ſole; 


Nor with Seuiſt's humour can 1 raiſe. a ſmile, 


Or copy Egmont's majeſty of ſtile, 


When liberry's great cauſe he undertakes, _ 


And pale corruption trembles as he peaks 


Much leſs of Boyle the elegance and eaſe ; 
Content, if George 8 Coffee - Houſe 1 pleaſe, 


7 , 


Where | .- rules the little as 


Alike preſiding over wit and health. 
If without yauning he my works can read, 


Fm bleſs d, as tho Apollo had decreed 
On brazen columns to inſcribe my name, 
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HILE others ſing the fortune of the great, 
Empire and arms, and all mayhem ap nn 

I draw. a deeper ſcene—a ſcene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields—  - 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heaven o — 
And gaſping nature's laſt tremendous groan— 
Death's ancient ſceptre broke tlie teeming tomb 
The righteous 1UDGz—and man's eternal doom, 


This globe 3 is for my verſe a narrow bound; 
Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around! , 
O! all ye angels, howſoe' er disjoin'd, © 
Ofev'ry varous order, place, and kind, 

Hear, and aſſiſt a feeble mortal's lays: 
Tis your ETERNAL KINO I firive to n 


Bat chiefly thou, cxraT rotER! Lord of at 
Before whoſe throne archangels proftrate fall: _ 
If at thy nod, from diſcord and from night, © 
Sprang beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
Exalt e'en me; all inward tumults quell; 
The clouds and darknefs of my mind diſpel; 
To my great ſubje& thou my breaſt inſpire, 
And raiſe my lab'ring ſ6ul with equal fire, 


av 


4 THE LAST DAY.  {FDOOK-4-4 © 
Man, bear thy brow aloft ; view ev'ry grace 5 
In Go»'s great offspring, beauteous Nature's face: 
See Spring's gay bloom; ſee golden Autumn's ſtore z ; 
See how Earth ſmiles, and ſee old Ocean roar. 2 
Here foreſts riſe, the mountain's awful pride; J 
Here rivers-meaſure climes and worlds divide; 44 
Their vallies, fraught with gold's reiplendent ſeeds, { 
Hold kings”, and kingdoms? fortunes in their beds: 
There, to the ſkies, aſpiring hills aſcend, 
And into diſtant lands their ſhades extend. 
View. cities, armies, fleets; of ſteets the pride, 
See Europe's law, in Albion's channel ride. 
View the whole earth's vaſt landſcape unconfin'd, 
Or view, in Britain, all her glories join'd. 


Thea let the firmament thy wonder raiſe; 
"Twill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe. 
How far from eaſt to weſt! The lab'ring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſery: 

Wide theatre! where tempeſts play at large, 

And God's right hand can all its wrath diſcharge. 
Mark how theſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year control: 

They ſhine through time with an unalter'd ray: 

See this grand period riſe, and that decay: 

So vast, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace, 
With golden pomp, the chrong d ethereal ſpace; 
So bright, with ſuch a weight of glory ſtor'd, 
Twere ſin in heathen; not to have ador'd. 


How great, how firm, how ſacred, all appears! 
How worthy an immortal round of years! 
Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be ſought in vain: 
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The tract forgot, where conftellations ſhone, 
Or where the Stuarts fill'd an awful throne: 
Lime ſhall be lain, all nature be hon. 
Nor leave an atom inthe mighty W 


"Ramones or later, in bis future date; ; 
(A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate!) 
This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thouſand harveſts more have roſe; 
When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While the ſtill buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
Thoughtleſs as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diſſolv'd, or an extinguiſn'd fun; 
(Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake! _ 
Ye rulers of the nations, hear and ſhake!) 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe on day, 
In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay; 
Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd foreſts rend; 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 
The vallies yawn—the troubled Ocean roar— 
And break the bondage of his wonted fhore; 
A ſanguine ſtain the filver moon o*erfpread; 
Darkneſs the circle of the ſun invade; _ 
From inmoſt heav*n inceſſant chunders roll, 
And the frong echo en from pole to pole. 


When, lof a alia trump—one half conceal'd' 
In clonds—one half to mortal eye reveal d- | 
Shall pour a dreadful note: the piercing calf 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; | 
Th extended eircuit of creation hake, 

The living die with E * dead awake, 


RS 
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O pow*rful blaſt! to which no equal ſound 
Did e'er the frighted ear of nature wound, | 
Though rival clarions have been ſtrain'd on high, 
And kindled Wars immortal through the ſry—. 
Though God's whole engin'ry diſcharg*d—and all 
The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 


2 


Have angels finn'd! and fall not man beware? 
How ſhall a fon of earth decline the ſnare? 
Nos folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 
Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind: 
None are ſupiaely good: through care and pain, 
And various arts, the ſteep afcent we gain. 
This $ the ſcene of combat, not of reſt; 
Man's is laborious happinoſ- at beſt; _ 8 
On this ſide death, his dangers never ceaſe: 4 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 


If then, obſe quious to the will of fate, 
And beading to the terms of human ſtate, 
When puilty joys invite us to their arm” — 
When Beauty ſmiles, or Grandeur ſpre- ds her charms — 
The conſcious ſoul would hi great ſcene diſplay, 
Call down th immortal hoſts in dread array, 
The trimpet ſound, the Chriſtian banner ſpread, 
And raife, from ſilent graves, the trembling dead; 
Such deep impreſſion would the picture make, 
No pow'r.on carth. her firm reſolve could ſhake ; 
Engag'd with angels, flie would greatly ſtand, 
And laek. regardleſs. down on ſea and land; 
Nor proffer d worlds her ardor could reſtrain, . 
And death might ſhake his, :hreatenipg lance in vain? 
Her certain conqueſt would endear the fight, 
And danger ſerve but to exalt delight. 
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Inſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I ſingz 
More boldly we our labors may purſue, 4 
And all the dreadful image ſet to view: 


The foarkling eye, the ſleek and Tha break: 
The burniſh'd ſcale, curl'd train, and riſing cref— | 
All that is lovely in the noxious ſnake, - 

Provokes our fear, and hids us fly the brake: 
The ſting once drawn, his guiltleſs beaunes riſe, 
In pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes; 
- We view with joy, what once did horror move, 
And ſtrong averſion ſoftens into love. 


Say, then, my maſe, whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs, aad in the realms of night; 
Say, melanchely maid, if bold to dare 
The lat extremes of terror and deſpair— 
Oh ſay, what change on earth, what heart in man, 
This blackeſt moment ſince the world began. 


Ah, mournful fight! the bliſsful Earth, who late 
At leiſure on her axle roll'd in ftate— _ 
While thouſand golden planets knew no reſt, 
Still onward in their circling journey preſt 
A grateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 

And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and fpring— 

Some thro? vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, & 
And ſome thoſe watry worlds to ſink, or ſwell— 
Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, | 
And gild her globe with tributary day 
This world ſo great; of iÞy the bright abode, - 
Heav'a's darling child, aud fav'rite of her God 
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Now looks an exile ſrom her Father's care, 


Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair, __ 

Ns fun in radiant glory ſhines on high; 

No light, but from the terrors of the ly. 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 
And all into a ſecond chaos toft: 1 
One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad; J te 
Nothing is ſafe beneath the thfone of God. 


Such, Earth, thy fate: what then canſt thou out 
To comfort and ſupport thy guilty lord! 
Man, haughty lord of all beneath the moon, 
How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down!” 
Profrate the reptile own, and difavow 23 
His boaſted ſtature and aſſuming brow ! 

Claim kindred with the clay, and curſe his form, 
That ſpeaks diſtinction from his filter worm! 

What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade! 
Lord, why doſt thou forſace whom thou haſt made! 
Who can ſuſtain thy anger! who can —_—_—” 
Beneath the terrors of thy liſted hand! 


7 
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"It flies the reach of thought. Oh fave me, Pow'r 


Of pow*'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
Thou, who beneath the frown of fate haſt ſtood, 
And in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood 
Thou, who for me, thro" every throbbing vein, f 
Haſt felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain 4 
Whom Death led captive thro” the realms below, 
And taught thoſe horrid myſteries of woe; 
Defend me, O my God! Oh ſave me, Pow'r 
Of pow ts fopreme, 1 in emen * 
From eaſt to weſt they fly from 0 1 — 
Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine. 
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Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to fweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaſſionately deep: 

® Seas caſt the monſter forth, to meet his doom: 
And rocks but priſon up, for wrath to come. 


] 


So fires a traitor to an earthly crown, a 
While Death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown ; 
His heart's diſmay'd: and now his fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant land: 

Swift orders fly; the king's ſevere decree 

Stands in the channel, and locks up the ſeaz : 

The port he ſecks, obedient to her lord, | 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 


But why this idle toil, to paint -h day? 
This time elaborately thrown away? 
Words all in vain pant aftzr the diſtreſs; 

The height of eloquence would make it leſs; 
 Heav'ns! e'en the good man trembles— 


And is there a la day? and muſt there come 
A ſure, a fix'd, ine xorable doom? 
Ambition, (well; and, thy proud fails to ſhow, 
Take all the winds that Vanity can blow; 
Iea'th, on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 
And reach an India forth in either hand; 
Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting Vine, 
And thoa, more dreaded foe, bright Peauty, ſhine; 
Shine all; in all your charms together riſe; 
That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, + 
While I mount vpward on a ſtrong detire, 
Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire, | 
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In hopes of glory to be quite involvꝰd—g—- 8 
To ſmile at Death to long to be diſſol vd a 
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From our decays a pleaſure to receive— 

And kindle into tranſport at a grave 

What equals this? And ſhall the victor, now, 

Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow? 
Religion! Oh thou cherub, heav'nly bright! 

Oh joys unmix d, and fathomleſs delight! 

Thou, thou art all; nor find I, in the whole 

Creation, aught, but God and my own ſoul. 


For ever then, my ſoul, thy God adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praiſe him more. 
Shall things inanimate my conduct blame, 
And fluſh my eonſcious cheek with ſpreading ſhame # 
They all for kim purſue, or quit, their end; 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r ſulpend; | | 

In ſolid heaps th* unfrozen billows ſtand, 

To reſt and Mence aw'd by his command: 
Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 
By nature dreadful, and athirſt for blood, 
His will can calm—their ſavage tempers bind 
And turn to mild preteQors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 
In the deep chambers of the gloomy main— 3 
When darkneſs round him all her horrors ſpread, 
And the leud ocean bellow'd o'er his head? 


When now the thunder roars—the lightning flie 
And all the warring winds tumultuous rile— 
When now the foaming ſurges, toſs'd on high, 

' Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the ſc — 
When death draws near—the mariners, aghaſt, 
Look back with terror on their actions paſt: 
Their courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 
Their hearts thro? fear and anguiſh melt away, 
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Nor tears, nor pray rs, the tempeſt can appcaſe ; 
Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas; _ 
Unload their ſhatter'd barque, tho” richly. fraught, 


And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
With gems and gold; but, oh, the form ſo high! 
I Nor gems, nor gold, d the hopes of l life can buy. | 


The trembling prophet, then, themſelves to fans 


They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he deſcends, and, booming o'er his head, 


The billows cloſe ;, he's number'd. with the. dead, 
(Hear, O ye juſt). attend; ye virtuous few! _ 
And the bright paths · of piety purſue.), | 

Lo! the great aul of the world from high 


Looks ſmiling: down with a propitious eye, 


Covers his ſervant with his gracious hand, 


And bids tempeſtuous nature filent ſtands 


Commands the peaceful waters to give e. 8 
Or kindly fold him an a ſoſt embrace: 


He bridles in the monſters of the de * 


The bridled monſters awful diſtance cep W 
Forget their, hunger, while,they view their prey 1 | 
lels gage, and round the ſtranger 1. 


Bat ſtill ariſe new 8 N $ Lord 


Sends forth into the deep his pow*rful word 


And calls the great Leviathan. The great 
Leviathan attends in all his ftate; 

Exults for joy, and with a mighty bound 1 
Makes the ſea ſhake, and heav'n and earth reſound 
Blackens the. waters with the rifing fand, | 
And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 


As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd air 


Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare— 
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The whale expands his jaws? enormous ſize: 
The prophet views the cavern with ſurpriſe; 
Meaſures his monſtrous teeth, afar deſcry'd, 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from fide to fide: 
Then takes poſſeſſion of the ſpacious ſeats 

And ſails ſecure within the dark retreat. 


Now is he pleas'd the northern blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear; 
Or falls immers'd into the depths below, 
Where the dead, filent waters never flow; 
To the foundations of the hills convey'd, 
Dwells in the ſhelving mountain's dreadful ſhade: 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath, 
And glides ſerenely thro? the paths of death. 


B ho wondrous days and nights, thro? coral groves, 
hro' labyriaths of rocks and ſands, he roves: 
* the third morning with its level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 
It ſees the king of waters riſe, and pour 
His ſacred gueſt, uninjur'd, on the more: 


A type of that great bleſſing, which the Muſe \ 
In her next labor ardently purſues, 
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The muſe is wont in narrow beunds to ſing, 
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OW man awakes; and, from his filent bed, 
Where he has ſlept for ages, lifts his head; 

Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thouſand years, 

And on the berders of new worlds appears. 

Whate'er the bold, the raſh adventure coft, 

In wide eternity, I dare be loſt,. 


. 


* 


To teach the fwain, or celebrate the lig. 
I graſp the whole, no more to parts conſin' d, | 
I lift my voice, and ſing to human kind : 

I ſing to men and angels. Angels join, 

While ſuch the theme, their ſacred ſongs with wine, 


Again the trumpet's intermitted ſound 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, , 
An univerſal.concourſe to prepare 2-446 
Of all that ever breath'd the vital airs 
In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds ſweep, 
Drive cities, foreſts, mountains, to the deep, 
To ſmooth and lengthen out th* unbounded ſpase, 
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No monuments prove faithful to their ret, 
And render back their long-committed duſt. 
Now charnels rattle; ſcatter'd limbs, and all 
The various bones, obſequious to the call, 44 

 Self-mov'd, advance: the neck, perhaps, to meet 1 
The diſtant head; the diſtant legs, the feet. 
Dreadful to view ! fee, through the duſky ſky, 
Fragments of bodies in confuſion fly, 
To diſtant regions journeying, there to claim 
Deſerted members, aud complete the frame. 


When the world bow'd to Reme's almighty ſword,” 

Rome bow'd to Power, and confeſs'd her lord, 
Yet one day loft, this deity below ; 
Became the ſcorn and pity of his foe. 
His blood a traĩtorꝰs facrifice was made, 
And ſmoak' d indignant on a ruffian's blade, ; 
No trumpet's found; no gaſping army*s yell, 
Bid with due horror his great ſouf farewell 
Obſcure his fall; all welt'ring in his gore, 

- , His trunk was caft to periſh on the ſhore;. 

While Jv 14vs frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 

Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 

Thas ſever'd head and cane e 47 ne 

The e s ſound 8 vagrant mote mall hear, 

Or fix'd in earth, or if afloar in air; at Ang 

Obey the ſignal, waſted in the wind, 


And not one leer rb. 


We chat, we-arfommertoaions . 
In airy rings and wild meanders play, qd 
Charm'd with the brazen ſound, their eee, 
— ng. FO I eIn« | 


«Ty. 


— 


Or rather coated on her final Aste, 
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The body thus renew d, che conſcious ſoul, 


Which has, perhaps, been flutt' ring near the pole. 
Or midſt the burning planets wond' ring ſtray- d, 


Or hover'd o'er, Where her pale corple was r : 


And fear'd, or-wiſh'd for, nrappoimetdines : ; 

This ſoul returning with a conſtant flame, 
Now weds for ever her immortal ſrame. 
Life, which ran daun before, ſo W 
The nnn round. 


That e e ee a 


Where, ſoon or late, fair A/bien's heroes eome, 5 


From eam pa, and courts, the great, and wiſe, and jut. 
To feed te worm, and moulder into duſt r Yy 
That ſolemn mankon of the royal dead. 
Where paſſing ſlaves older deeping monarchs treads 
Now populous o'erflows: a-num*rous race i 

Of riling kings fill all the extended ſpace: 


A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 4 


Awards the crown, 1 * . lot. 


| oma ls . 

Laker with man to this his ſecond birth; 

But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 

And gilded theatres invade the fries, 

Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpected bones 

Support the pride of their luxurious ſons. 1 
The moſt magnificent and coſtly dome : 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 


No {pot on earth but has ſupply d a grgre. 5 
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All's fall of m man, and at this dreadful turn, 
The ſwarm hall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 


Nat all at once, nor in like manner riſe: 
Some lift with pain their flow, unwilling eyes; 
Shrink hackward from the terror of the light, 
And bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night. 
Others, whoſe long attempted virtue ſtood 
_  Fix'd as a rock, and broke the raſhing flood— 
Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their poſture frown— 
Such, in this day of horrors, ſhall be ſeen, | 
To face the thunders with a godlike mein; . 
The planets drop—their thoughts are fix d above; 
The centre ſhakes—their hearts diſdain to move. 
An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, „ 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every ſide, 
_ Serene they view, impatient of delay, ' ' 
And bleſs the dawn of RENEE day. 
r | 
Oh * ee unknown. objefts riding 
Shake my belicf, and fill me with ſarpriſe! 
Here Greatng/; proſtrate falls; there Srrexgrh gives plice 'Y 
Here /azar: ſmile; there Beauty hides her face. 
Chriſtians, and Fervs, and Zuris, and Pagans e 
A blended throng, one undiftinguiſh'd band. | 
Some whog perhaps, by mutual wounds expir'd, 
With zeal for their diſtin& perſuaſions fir'd, 
In mutual friendſhip their long ſlumbers break, 
And, hand in hand, their Saviour's love partake. 
But none ara flyfh'd with brighter joy, or, warm 
With juſter coanſdence, enjoy the torm, . 
Than thoſe, whoſe pious baunties ynconfin'd 
Have made them public fathers of mankind, 
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[Book II.] "THE LAST BAY. 


In that illuſtrious rank, what ſhining light 
With ſuch diſtinguiſn d glory fills my fight? 

Bend down, my grateful muſe, that homage ſhow, 
Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickran! Fox! Caiculty ! hail, iJutrious* names, 


| Who to far diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; 


Beneath your ſhades, and near your chryſtal 
I firſt preſum'd to touch the trembling firings, 
All hail, thrice honor'd! Twas your great renown 
To bleſs a people, and oblige a crow n. ; 
When other records length of years ſhall blaſt, 
In your adopted ſons your fame ſhall laſt, 
And make thoſe kings to lateſt ages known, 
Thoſe happy monarchs, undgr whom you ſhone; 
A moment ſhone, illuftriouſly bright, 
Then left the mourning world, and ſet in night; 
But now you riſe, eternally to ſhine, 
Eternally to drink the rage divine. 


* 


Indulgent God! Oh how ſhall mortal raiſe | 

His ſoul to due returns of grateful praiſe, 
For bounty ſo profuſe to human kind, 

Thy wond”rous gift of an eternal mind? - _ _ 
Shall I, who ſome few years ago was leſs + 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can „ 4 
Was nothing—ſhall I live; when ev'ry re 
Of ev*ry ſtar ſhall languiſn or expire! 
When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 

And through the radiant files of angels move! 

Or, as before the throne of God I and, -. . 


See new worlds rolling from his ſpacious hand. 
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All chat has being in full concert join, 


Bat ah! before this bliGful fate, beſore 4 
* aſpiring ſou] this wand'rous height can ſoar, | 1 


u LAST DAY. {Book 11 


Were 1 — ſhall perhaps be taught. 
As we now tell how Michael ſung or fought! 


And celebrate the depths of Lowe Divine? 


The Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 
Ang ll mankind ar ſummon'd to the bar. 


This mighty ſcene I next preſume to draw. 


Attend, great. Anna, with religious awe. | | 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts, s 
To wi attention, and command our Hicarte: 
Fictiòn be far away, let ith machine L 
Deſcending herę, no fibled God be ſeen; © 


Beholf the God of gods indeed deſcend, 
And worlds unnumber'd his * 


Lo! the,wige theatre. whole ample ſpace - 20 


Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 


At heav'ri's all- powerful edict is prepar'd, 

And fenc'd arpund wich an immortal guard. 
Tribes, pre vinces, domifiions, worlds o'erftow: 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below: 

And ev ry age and nation pours Prout 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the — 
Adam ſalutes his ybungeſt ſon: no ſig g 
Of all tholedges which: their births digjoin. oh 


How n Aw ee wer 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart! 1 
What volumes have been ſwell'd, what tune been {| 8 
. {oa 4 


What j joy muſt it now Yield; what. raptures raiſe, 
To ſee the-glorious race of ancient days! 
To greet thoſe: worthies, who perhaps have fteod: 
Hluſtrious on record before the flood}; 
Alas! a nearer care your ſoul demands, 
Cæſar n in Rows nn ſtands- 
How vaſt the concounts; notin number more” 
The waves that break on the reſounding: More, 
The leaves that trembhie in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that gild the ſpangled' vaults above. 
+Thote overwhelming armies, whoſe command. 
Sald to one empire, fall; another, ffandz _ 
Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, whoſe breaking dvr, 
Rous'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on: 
Great Nerxesꝰ world: in arms, proud Cannz's field, 
Where C arthagt taught victorious Rome to yield,, 
(Another bib had broke the fates” decree, 
And earth had wanted' her fourth monarchy)? 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 5 | 
They all Are here, and Here they all are loſt: 152 he 
Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain,, 
Low as a billow in th? unbounded main... 


This ectiotag voice now rendꝭ the yielding air 
For Judgment, Judgment, ſons of men prepare. 
Earth ſhakes anew: I hear her groans profound. 
And hell thro? all her trembling realms reſound. 


Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt power of earth, 
Nleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth; 
Whoſe valor drew the moſt ſucceſsful ſword, , 


— united i ig one common n 


20 rut LAST DAY. [Book IL] 


Wha, on the day of triumphs, faidft, Be thins 
The ſkies, Jehovah, all this world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine eye.—Alas! my muſe, 
How art thou loſt |-whatummbers cant thou « 0 


A ſudden Ma enferamathe warkes the, 

And now the crimſon curtains open fly; 
Lo! far within, and faraboveall-height, 

Where heav*n's great Sovere;gnreignsin worldsoflight, 

Whence Nature he informs, and with one ray 

Shot from his eye, does all her works ſarvey; _ 

Creates, ſupports, confounds! where Time and Place, 

Matter, and Form, and Fortune, Life, and Grace, 

Wait humbly at the footſtool of their God, 

And move obedient at his awful nod; 

Whence he beholds us, vagrant emmets, crawl 

At random on this air-ſuſpended ball, 

(Speck of creation) if he pour one breath, 

The bubble breaks, and *tis eternal death, 


Thence iſſuing I behold (but mortal 15 
Suftains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light!) 
I ſee on an empyreal tying throne, +52 
Awfully rais'd, Heav*n's everlaſting Song - 
Crown'd with that majeſty, which form'd the world, 
| And the grand rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 
' _ Virtue, Dominion, Praiſe, Omnipotence,  - 
| Brs!upport the train of their triumphant Prince. 
A zonz, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light, 
Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows, 
| Where'er ferenc he turns propitiogs i $6 4542 $9626" 
Or we expect e hand R 
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But if reſenti t reddens their mild beam, . 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. ; 

On one hand, knowledge ſhines in pureſt light, 

On one, the ſword of juſtice fiercely bright. 

Neaw bend the knee an ſport, preſent the reed; 

Nexw tell the ſcourg'd min he mall — 


But oh! you ſons of men, exals your voice, - 9 
And bid the ſoul through all her powers W 
Mercy, his darling, in his boſom found, A 
Scatters ambroſial odours all around; | | 
Unbends his brow, and mitigates his frown, 

And ſoothes his rage, and melts his thunders dow m 
My tho'ts are chang'd; now man, exalt thine exe. 
In thy dread judge thy dear Redeemer ſpy = 

Ev'n Jupas ftruggles his deſpair to quell? 
Hope almoſt bloſſoms i in the ſhades of hell. 


Thus glorious thro? the courts of heav'n, te fours 

Oflife and death eternal bends his courſe; 
Loud thunders rqund him roll, and. lightnings playy 
Th' angelie hoſt is rang'd in bright array: ö 
Some touch the ſtring, ſome ftrike the ſound! ing well. 
And mingling voices with rich concert ſwell; 

Voices ſetaphic ; bleft with fuck a ftrain, 

Could Star hear, he were a God again: 

All heav*n ſhines forth, in alt her pomp complete, 
For God, . yy er great. 


Triumphant King of glory Soul of bliß ! 
What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this? 
Oh whither art thou rals'd above the ſcorn, 
And indigence of him, iu Barhle u born,; 
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A needy, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 
And but a ſecond to the en | 
Vouchſaf d to waſh the feet himſelf had made! 


From him, who was betray'd, forſouk, deny 'd, [dy'd; 


Wept, kngaiih'd, pray*d, bled, æhirſted, groan'd, and 
Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foe, 
All heav'n — ner nn below - 


And was't ee. . eee 
Why did not Nature at 2 
I ſee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine, ä 
Tho-wedld d -en wholly die. 


1 


Miflaken r Abl which blaſphem'd, -. 
Thou or thy ꝓris ner? which ſhall be condemn'd ? 
Well might'&thou rend thy garments, well exchiny, 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame! 

But God is good! Tis wondrous all! Ev'n:he 
Thou gav'ſt to death, ſhame, e for Wee 


Now the deſcending Batt 3 its Right, 


From earth full twice a planetary height. 


There all the clouds condens'd, two columns raiſe. 
Diſtinct with orient veins, and golden blaze. 
One ſix d on earth, and one in ſea, and round 
Its ample foot the ſwelling billows ſound, 
Theſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport, 


F -. JG of 


The grand tribunal of this awful court. 


Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt fry / 


Stream from the eryſtal are, and decem. 
Deatb, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis hes, 


And, on the point of his own arrow, dies, ; EY 


8 


1 


Here, eee aft 1 TOR placed, 
With all the grandeur of the Godhead grac d; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 
And the ſun dan beneath his awful feet. 


Now an archangel, eminently bri ght, _ 
From off his ſilver ſtaff of wondrous height, 
Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the ſkies, 
The croſs ſo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, 
Where'er it floats, on earth, in air, or main; 

Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 
And turns the deep-dy*d ocean into blood. 

O formidable glory! dreadfjit bright? 
Refulgent torture to the guilryſeght! 
Ah turn, un wary muſe; nor dare revell 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 

Say not, (to make the fun ſtirĩni in his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſts it all a dream; 
Wiſh, or their ſouls _ RF: 
Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway” 
But rather, if thou know'ft the means, unfold: - 
How hey III bene. 


Ah how! but by repentanee, nnn 
Quick and ſevere its on offence to find? 
By tears, and groans, and never=ceaſfing care, 
And all the pious violence of pray r? 
Thus then with ſerveney till now unknown, 
I caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 
In this great temple which thy-ſkies-furround, 
For homage to its Lord a narrow bound. 


O thou whoſe balance does the mountainsweigh=- - 
Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obe) 
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Whoſe breath can turn thoſe watry-worlds to lame, 
That flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame - 
Earth's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proſtrate falls, Bl 
And on the bounty of thy goodneſs calls. . 


« Ogive the winds all paſt offence to * gt 
To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep: : 
Thy power, my weakneſs, may I ever ſee, 

And wholly dedicate my ſoul to thee: + Bl 
Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 3 
At thy command, nor human motive know. * 
If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 5 

And fin the graceful indignation raiſe. "7's 
My love be warm to ſuccour the diftreſs'd, 25.47 
And lift the burden from the ſoul oppreſs'd.. 

TE: 
« O may my enderftending ever ed; 

This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom TY | 
Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry I 

Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling bride? ö 

Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown, a 

And bids old Winter lay her honors down? 

Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 

Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace or wa. 

May ſea, and land, and earth, and heav'n, be join'd, 

To bring t eternal Author to my mind! 

When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, | 

May tho'ts af thy dread vengeance ſhake my ſoul ;. 

When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 

Adore, my heart, the majeſty divine. 


4 Thro' ev'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 
Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care 
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Shine we in arms? or — Wn ("FEE 


5A Thine is the vintage, and the conquoſt thine: 
Thy pleaſure points the ſliaft, and bends the bow; 


The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glo-; 
'Tis thou that lead'ſt our pow*rful armies forth, 
And giv'ſt great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north. 


«« Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 
Open wich pray'r the conſecrated day: 
Tune thy greatpraiſe; and bid my ſoul ariſe, 


And with the mounting ſun aſcend the ſkies; 


As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
And glow with ardor of conſummate love; 
Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun - 


My endleſs worſhip hall be fill begun, 


« And O! permit the gloom of ſolemn night, 
To facred thought may forcibly;jnvite. 
When this world ſhut, and awful planets riſe, 
Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies; 
Compoſe our ſouls with a leſs dazzling fight, 
And ſhew all nature in a milder light; 
How ev'ry boiſt'rous thought in calm ſubſides! 
How the ſmooth'd ſpirit into goodneſs glides! 
O how divine! to tread the milky way 


To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 


His court admire, or for his favor ſac, 
Or leagues of friendſhip with his ſaints renew: 


Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the world aſleep, 


While I lopg vigils to its founder keep! 


Canſt thou not ſhake the centre? Ocontrol, 
Subdue by force, the rebel in my ſoul: 
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Thou, who cant Rill the raging of the flood, 
Reftrain the various tumults of my blood; - 
Teach me with equal firmneſs to ſuſtain 
Alluring pleaſure, and aſſaulting pain. 

O may I pant for thee in each defire! 

And with ſtrong faith ſoment the holy fire! 
Stretch out my ſoul in hope, to graſp the prize, 
Which in eternity's deep boſom lies! 

At the great day of recompenſe behold, 

Devoid of fear, the rATAL nook unfold! 
Then wafted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 


From age to age, my grateful ſong repeat; | q 
My light, my life, my God, my Saviour ſee 
Aud rival angels in the praiſe of thee.” 
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oa book unſolding, the reſplendent ſeat 
Of ſaints and angels, the tremendous fate 
Of guilty ſouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
And all the horrors of the world below, - 

I next preſume to ſing: what yet remains 

© Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 

And let the muſe or now affect the KY, 

Or in inglorious ſhades for ever lie. 

She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the goal; 

She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 
The world grows leſs as ſhe purſues her flight, 
And the fun darkens to her diftant fight. 
Heav'n opening, all its ſacred pomp diſplays, 
And overwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze! | 
The triumph rings! archangels ſhout around! 
And echoing nature lengthens out the ſound! 


Ten thouſand trumpets ov at once advance; 
Now deepeſt filence lulls the vaſt expanſe; 
So deep the filence, and ſo ſtrong the blaſt, 3 
As nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. . 


| Nor 1 man, nor angel moves; the Jud ge on high - 3 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the fy : = 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 

Waich high to view ſupporting ſeraphs raiſe; 

In folema form the rituals are prepar'd, 

The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

And thou, my ſoul, (O fall to fudden pray'r, 

And let the tho't fink deep!) ſhalt thou be there? 


See, on the left, (for by the great command 

The throng, divided, falls on either hand,) 

How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 
What more than death in ev'ry face and mein! 
With what diftreſs, and glarings of affright, | 
They thock the heart, and turn away the fight; | 1 
In gloomy orbs their trembling-eye-balls roll, x 
Aad tell the horrid ſecrets of the foul. 

Each geſture mourns ; each look is black with care ; 

And ev'ry groan'is laden with deſpair. 

Reader, if guiky, ſpare the muſe; and find 

A truer image PRES inthy mind. 


Shoold'lt thou behold-thy brother, father, wife, 

And ali the ſoft eompani ns of thy life, 5 

Whoſe blended intereſt levell'd at one aim, 

Whoſe mix*d deſires ſet up on common flame, 

Divided far thy wretched felf alone 1 

Caſt on the left of all whom thou halt known — 
How would it wouad? what millions would'ſ thou give 

For one more trial, one day more to live? 

Flang back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 

To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace: 

Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 

And in that moment to redeem an age: 
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Drive back the tide—ſ uſpend a ſtorm in air— 


Rearain the ſun but {till of this deſpair. 

Mark on the right how amiable a grace! 
Their Maker's image freſh in ev'ry face! 5 
What purple bloom my raviſh'd ſoul admiresss, _ - 
And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires! . 
Triumphant beauty! charms that riſe above 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love! a 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's anger burn! 
Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terror riſe, 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. E 5 
Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt? _ 


O the tranſcendent glory of the juſt! 


Yet ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt 
Th' infected brightneſs of their joy pollute. 


Thus the chaſte bridegroom, when the prieſt draws 
Beholds his bleſſings with a trembling eye, [nigh, 
Feels doubtful paſſions throb in every vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled, joy and pain, 


Leſt ſtill ſome intervening chance ſhould riſe, 


Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the glorious prize, 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 7 
And ſtab him in the criſis of his fate. ; » 


Since Adam's family, from firſt to laſt, 
Now into one diſtinct ſurvey is caſt; _ 
Look round, vain-glorious muſe, and you, whoe'er 
Devote yourſelves to fame, and think her fair; 
Look round, and view the lights of human race, 
Whoſe ſhining acts time's brighteſt annals grace 
© &S: 2. | 
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Wo founded ſelts—crowns conquer'd, or refign'd— 

Gave names to nations—or fam'd empires join'd— 

ho rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low— 

And taught obedient rivers where to flow— 

Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, | 

Could bind the madneſs of the rearing main 

All loft, all uadiftinguiſh'a, no where found, 5 \ 

How will this truth in Bourbon's palace ſound? | 
Round gilded roofs how heavy will it fly ? | [4 

With what a een on Crowns and Nen lie? 


PI m2 


| | "What Saw is he, who *midſt the radiant bands 
| Of ſpotleſs ſaints, and laurel'd martyrs ſtands, 


1 * Conſpicuous from afar? Whoſe rays fo bright 
7 Solicit, and attract the raviſh'd fight? 
_ - In whom I fee two diftant virtues join'd, 


'3z A royal greatneſs, and an humble mind? ” 
| His lifted hands his lofty neck ſurround, _ | 
To hide the ſtarlet of a circling wound ; 
Ti Almighty Judge bends forward from his throne, 
Theſe {cars ta mark, and then regards his own. 
| Feruſalem's foundations groan aloud, 
And Allium funks beneath her ambient food. 


Not far, methinks, I kindred features trace 
In a majeſtic, tho” 'a female face, 
Her conſort by; around them ſmiling move 
The beauteous bloſſoms of their fruitful love: 
Known of their parents, they their parents know; 
Their boſoms with a double tranſport glow; 
Bleſt in therafe!ves. but more than bleſt to ſind 
All held mod r in equal blefing join'd.. 


* King charles IJ. 


[Book III.] THE LAST DAY. 


In ov, ſuperior majefty appears, 
Advanc'd in beauty, as advanc'd in years. 
What melting ſweetneſs, whit commanding grace 
Meet on his brow, like victory and peace! 

Oh! to what fav'rite part of human kind 

Was this ſo great, but dangerous gift defign'd ? 
What nation hambly coald enjoy his reign? 

If lot, with patience ſuch a loſs ſuſtain? 


Ah ſay, Britannia, whence this vengeance flow'42 

 Haſt thou nut yet aton'd thy martyr's blood? 
Fowarps and Hexars ſtill aloud reſound; 

Nor are their names in greater GLosTer drown'd; 
Oh! whit a godlike race in him is loſt! 
What has his death e' en future ages coſt! 


But us'd with art, and rightly underftood, 
All diſpenſations from above are good; 
And though with frightful aſpect they ſurpriſe, 
Moſt ills are only bleſſings in diſguiſe. 
Oh happy iſſue! to whom ne*er was known 
The bright temptations ſparkling from a throne ; 
Great parents! who thoſe bright temptations knew; 
Knowing, engag'd; engaging, overthrew. 
Now, juft reward! celeſtial crowns encloſe 
With deathleſs glories your victorious brows. 
For ſee the volume vaſt, ſince time begun 
]uaſt regiſter of all beneath the ſun, 
Is thrown full wide; peace, ocean! flence lult 
The ſounding winds! ye ſpheres, forbear to roll l 
Hear, O creation, thy Great Maſter ſpeak! 
New firſt for guilty man bleſt angels ſhake, © 
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That hour, on which th' Almighty King on high | 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye, 8 
Whether his right hand favor'd, or annoy'd, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy'd, 

Southern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurl'd, 
Gave north or weſt dominion o'er the world; 

The point of time, tor which the world was built, 
For which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, 

That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 


Aloft the ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay; 

_ Brighter than brightneſs the diſtinguiſhid day; 
Leſs glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From rea!ms of night return'd. with trophies won; 
Thro” heav*n'shigh gates, when he triumphant rode, 
And ſhouting angels hail'd the victor God. 
Horrors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
O'er-boiling with a mad ſulphureous tide, 
Expands its jaws, molt dreadfal to ſurvey, | 
And roars outrageous for the deftin'd prey. : 
The ſons of light ſcarce unappal'd look down, |; 
And nearer preſs heav*n's everlaſting throne. 


Such is the ſcene, and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race,  _ 
Proceed who dares— I tremble as I write; 5 

The whole creation ſwim before my fight; 
I fee, I fee the Judge's frowning brow ; 
Say not, tis diſtant; I behold it zu ; 
I faint: my tardy blood forgets to flow, 5 { 
M ſoul recgils at the ſtupendous woes, = * 


5 
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That woe, thoſe pangs, which ſrom the guilty breaſt, 
In thefe, * like there; ſhall be expreſt. 


© Who bar#ifs barriers 6f my peaceful grave? 
Ah, cruel death! that would no longer fave, 
But grudg'd me een that narrow, dark abode, 
And caſt me out into the wrath of God; | 
Where fhricks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 
And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
Our only ſong; black fire's malignant light, 
The ſole refreſhmenr of the blaſted ſight. 
Muſt all theſe pow'rs, heav'n gave me to ſupply 
My ſoul with pleaſure, and bring in my joy, 
Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 
Senſe, reaſon, memery, increaſe my woe? 
And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns'to dwell, 
| Corrupt to groans; and blow the fires of hell?. 
Oh! muſt I look with terror ormy pain, 


And with exiſtence only meaſure Min? g 
What! no reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv'n, 
No beam of hope from any point of heav'n! 
3 mercy ! art thou dead above? 


. in the ſource of love? 


Y 
<1 


“ Bold that I am, did heav'n ſtoop down to hell? 
Th' expiring Lord of life my ranſom ſ al? 
Have I not been induſtrious to provoke? 
From his embraces obſtinately broke? 
Purſued, and panted for his mortal hate, 
Earn'd my deſtruction, labor'd out my fate? 
And dare I on extinguiſh'd love exclaim ? 6 
Tanke, take full vengeance, rouze the ſlack' ning * 
Juſt is my lot but oh! muſt it tranſcend | 
The reach of time, deſpair a diftant end? Foe 
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Wich dreadful growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe, 
* Where * canꝰt follow, and bold fancy dies! 


= = 


« Never! wheel falls the ſoul at that dread ſound? 
Down an abyſs how dark, and how profound? 
Down, down (I am fiill falling, horrid pain!) 

Ten tfouſand thouſand fathoms ſtill remain: 
My plunge but ſtill begun.—And this for in? 
Could F offend, if I had never been, _ 
But ſtill increas'd the ſenſeleſs, happy maſs, 


Flow'd in the ſtream, or flourich'd in the graſs? 


% Pather of mercies! why from ſilent earth 
Did? thou awake, and curſe me into birth? 
Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from night, 
And make a thankleſs preſent of thy "gu ö 
Paſh into being a reverſe of thee, | 1 1 
And animate a clod with miſery? Ls , 
* 

The beaſts are happy: they come forth and keep 
Short watch on earth, and then lay down to ſleep... 


* 


Pain is for man, and oh! how vaſt a pain 


For crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in vain} 
Stifled his groans, as far as in them lay, 

And flung his agonies and death away? . 
As our dire paniſhment for ever ſtrong, , , 
Our conſtitution too for ever young, 


Curs'd with returns of vigor ſtill the ſame, 


Powerful to bear, and ſatisfy the flame. 
Still to be caught, and ſtill to be purſued! 


To periſh till, and fill to be renew'd! 


end this, my belp? my God! at thy decree? 
Nature is chang'd and hel] ſhould ſuccour me. oY 
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And canſt thou then lock down folk perfect blig, 

And ſee me plunging in the dark abyſs! 
Calling thee Father, in a ſea of fire? 

© Or pouring blaſphemies at thy defire? 

Witch mortals“ anguiſh wilt thou raiſe 25 name, 

And by my pangs omnipotence proclaim? 


„Thou, who canſt toſs the planets to and fro, 
Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe; 
Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 
On me almighty wratk is caſt away. | 5 
Call back thy thunders, Lord; hold in thy rage; | 
Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage: | 
Forget me quite, nor ſloop à worm to blame, 
But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name. 
Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 

And ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine! 
Shall finful man grow great by his ee woke 
And from its courle turn 1 Omnipotence? 


« Forbid it! e . * 45 N 
This one, this ſlender, almoſt no requeſt; | 
When I have wept a theuſand lives away, 
When Torment has grown weary of his prey, 
When I have rav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 
Ten thouſand thouſands, let. me then expire.” 


Deep anguiſh! but too late: the hopeleſs foul. 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 
Though loth, and ever loud blaſpheming, owns 
He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal groans; 

Enclos'd with horrors, and transfix'd with pain, 
Rolling in vengeance, firuggling with his chain: 
To talk to fiery tempeſts, to implore | 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er, 
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And ſpiry flames 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, 
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And bear the weight of an of »ndec 


The favor'd of their Judge, in triumph move 
To take poſſeſſion of their ſeats above, 
Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, . 

And fill the vacant ſtations of the ſky ; 


Again to kindle long extinguiſh'd rays, . _ 
And with new lights dilate. the heay*nly. Rs 


To crop the roſes of immortal youth. 


And drink the fountain-head-of ſacred. truth; 
To ſwim in ſeas of bis, to ſtrike the ſlring, 
And lift the voice to their almigluy King: 
To loſe eternity pete: 4 1 5 ID 
mfere with praiſe 


And fill heav'n's wide Cum 

But I attempe the wondroas height in rain, 
And leave — a t0P dv PIE 
My ftrength ECT fainting I deſcend, 
And chooſe a leſa, but notignoble theme, 


Diſſolving elements, and worlds in flame; 


The fatal period, the great hour is come; 
And nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom: 
Loud peals of chunder give the ſign: and all 


Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball? 


Sharp lightnings with the meteor's blaze conſpire, 
And, darted downward, ſet the world on fire; 


Black riſing clouds ap thicken'd zther choke, _ 
gh the rolling ſmake,. 


And ſtrike the darken'd y with dreadful light;. 7 


From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courſe, ; 
T* enrage the flame: it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 
Swells in the ſtorm, and billows through the Spc 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 
Cities and deſerts in one ruin blend; 
Here blazing volumes wafted, overwhelm 
The ſpacious face of a far diſtant realm; 
There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal hills, 
The neighb' ring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills, 


Hear'ft thou that dreadful crack—that ſound which 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre ſhook ? | [broke 
What wonders muſt that groan of nature tell? 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas, fell; 

Which ſeem'd above the reach of fate to ſtand 
A tow'ring monument of Gop's right hand: 

Now duſt and ſmoke, whoſe brow ſo lately ſpread 
O'er ſhelter'd countries its diffuſive ſhade. 


High *midft the clouds the bailing ocean roars, 
And looks far down on his decreaſing ſhores ; E : 
Leviathans in plaintive thunder cry, | 
In diſtant, diſmal pants, the long-liv'd echos tie. 


Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 

The various rulers of the ſever'd ball ; 
Have humbly. ſought wealth, hogor, and redreſs, 
That land which heav'n ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia: Can her glories end? . 
And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realm defend? 

Alas! in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas; 

Like oil, their waters but — the blaze. 


Some angel ſay, where ran proud Afia's bound? 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd? . 
Where ſtretch' d waſte Lybia? Where did * 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 
Each loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 
And all diſſolv'd, one fiery deluge flow: 
Thus earth's gonteading monarchies are join'd, 

And a full period of ambition find. 


And now whate'er or ſwims, or walks, or lues, 
Inhabitants of ſea, of earth, or ſkies; 
All on whom Adam's wiſdom fix d a name, 
All pluage, and periſh in the conquering flame. 
This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starve its devouring rage; the flakes aſpire, D 
And catch the clouds, and make the hear us their prey; 
The ſan, the moon, the ſtars, all melt away, 
And leave a mighty blank; involy'd in flame, ; 
The whole creation figks! the glorious frame, 
In which ten thouſand worlds in radiant dance, 
Orb above orb their wondrous courſe advance, 
By that o'er-ruling hand, which kindled all 
The ftars, and rounded in its palm the ball, 
Is cruſh'd and loſt; no monument, no fign, 
Where once fo proudly blaz'd the gay machine, 
So bubbles on the foaming ſtream expire, 
So ſparks that featrer from the kindling fire; 
The devaſtation of one dreadful hour, 
The great Creator's fir days work devour, 


And bear to fling ten thouſand worlds away! 
Great wealth! and yet (ye nations, hear!) one ſoul 
Has more to boaſt, and far oarweighs the whole ; 
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Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 
Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expenſe. 
Have ye not ſeen th' eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diſſolving, a deſcending God? 
What ſtrange ſurpriſes thro” all nature ran! 
| For whom theſe reyolutions but for man? 

1 For him Omnipotence new meaſures takes, 

3 For him through all eternity awakes; 

4 Pours on him gifts ſufficient to ſupply 

4 Heav'n's loſs, and with freſh glory fill the ky. 


Think. deeply then, O man, how great thou art, 5 
Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart; 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 
Slighting thyſelf, affront not God's reſpect. 
Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 
And gaze, and wander there, a raviſh'd gueſt; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures, thou ſhalt find, 
Wander thro? all the glories of thy mind. 1 

Of perfect knowledge, ſee, the dawning light x 
Foretels a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! A 
Here, ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth f 

There, buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth! 
Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier clime, 

And brighter /n, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 

What ſtores, on foreign coaſts, thy landing wait, 

| Loſe not thy claim; let virtues paths be trod: 

Thus glad all heav'n, and pleaſe that bounteous God, 
Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky: 
That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 
And God ſhine forth in one ETERNAL DAY. 
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DIEU, ye toyiſh reede, that once could pleaſe + 
My ſofter lips, and lall my cares to caſe: 
Begone; I'll waſte no more vain hours with you; 
And, ſmiling Sylvia too, adieu! 
A brighter pow'r invokes my muſe, 
And loftier thoughts and raptures does infuſe. 
See! beck'ning from yon cloud, he ſtands, 
And promiſes aſſiſtance from his hands: 
I felt the heavy rolling Gods, 
Incumbent, revel in his frail abode. 
How my breaſt heaves, and pulſes beat ! 
I fink, I fink, beneath the furious heat: 
The weighty bliſs oferwhelms my breaft, 
And overflowing joys profuſely waſte. 
Some nobler bard, O ſacred power, inſpire, 


Or ſoul more large, th* clapſis to receive, 
And brighter yet to catch the fire, 


And each gay following charm from death . ! 
In vain the ſuit—the Gov inflames my breaſt; : 


I rave with cxtafies * l 
. 1 1 2. 
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I rife, the mountains leſſen and retire, 
And now I mix, unſing'd, with elemental fire: 
The leading Deity I have in view; 
Nor mortal knows, as yet, what wonders will enſuc. 


We paſt thro” regions of unſullied light; 
I gaz'd and ficken't at the bliſsful fight ! 
A ſhudd”ring paleneſs ſeiz d my look: 
At laſt the peſt flew off, and thus I ſpoke; -- 
« Say, ſacred guide, ſhall-this bright chme | . 
««. Survive the fatal teſt of time, x | 7 
Or periſh with our mortal globe below, 
„% When yon bright ſan no longer ſhines ?“ 
Straight 1 bniſn d veiling low:;: 
j The viſionary. power rejoins : 
| is not for you to aſk, nor mine to ſh” 
3 «« The niceties of that tremendous day. 
„Knew, when o'er-jaded time his round has rus; 
And finifh'd are the radi int. journeys of the ſun, 
« The great. deciſtye morn ſhall riſe, 
« And Heaven's bright JupGtappearin opening ſkies: 
Eternal grace and juſtice he'll beſtow. 
« On all the trembling world below.“ 


He ſaid : I mus'd, and thus return'd: 
What enſigns, courteous ſtranger tell, 

Shall the brooding day reveal?“ 
He anſwer'd mild | 

«« Already, ſtupid with their crimes, 
Blind mortals proſtrate to their idols lie: 

4 Sock were the boding times, . 

Exe ruin blaſted from the ſluicy ity; 3. 

« Diffolv'd they lay in fulſome eaſe, 

And revell'd in luxuriant peace; 
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* chan they did their hours conſume, ö | 
And Mechanals led on their ſvift advancing doom ;”” | | 
, | 1 
Adul'trate CarsTs already riſe, 
And dare t' aſſuage the angry ſkies ; 
Erratic throngs their Saviovs's blood deny, 
And from the croſs, alas! he does neglected fighy -/ 
The anti-chriſtian- power has rais'd his hydra-head,. 
And ruin, only leſs than Jes vs? health, does ſpread... 
So long the gore thro? poiſon'd: veins has flow'd;, 
That ſcarcely ranker is a fury's blood; 
Vet ſpecious artifice, and fair diſguiſe, 
The monſter's ſhape, and curſt deſiga, belies :: | 
A fiznd's black venom in an angel's mein, Co 
Ee quaffs and ſcatters the contagious ſpleen; 
Straight, when he finiſhes his lawleſs reign, 
Nature ſhall paint the ſhining ſcene, 
Quick as the lightning which inſpires the train. 


Forward Confuſion ſhall provoke the fray, 
And Nature from her ancient order ſtray ;- 
Black tempeſts, gathering from the ſeas around; 
In horrid ranges hall advance: 
And as they march, in thickeſt ſables drown'd, . 
The rival thunder from the clouds ſhall ſound,, 
And lightnings join the fearful dance: 
The bluſtering armies o'er the ſkies ſhall ſpread,, 
And univerſal terror ſhed;; a 
Loud iſſuing peals, and riſing ſheets of ſmoke, . 
Th? incumber'd region of the air ſhall choke; 
The noiſy main ſhall laſh the ſuff ring ſhore, 
And from the roeks, the breaking billews roar 3; ' 
Black thunder burſts, blue lightnings burn, . 
And mcking worlds to heaps of aſhes turn; * 
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The foreſts ſhall beneath the tempeſt bend, 
| And regged winds the nodding cedars rend. 


Reverſe, all Nature's web ſhall run; 
And ſpotleſs Miſrule all around, 
Order, cs flying foe; confound ; | 
Whilt backward all the threads ſhall hafte to be „ 
Triamphant Chaos; with his oblique wand, 
(The wand with which, ere time begun, 
His wandering flaves he did command, 
And made em ſcamper right, and in. rude ranges run) 
The hoſtile harmony Hall chaſe ;: | 
And as'the nymph reſigns her plaee 
And, panting, to the neighboring refuge flics, 
The formlels ruſfian flaughters with his eyes, 
And following, ſtorms the parching dame's retreat; 
Adding the terror of his threat; 
The globe ſhall faintly tremble round, 
And backward jolt, diſtorted with the wound. 


Swath'd in ſubſtantial fhronds of night, 
The Gckening fun ſhall from the world retire, 
Stript of his dazzling robes of fire; 
Which dangling, once ſhed round a laviſh flood of light: 
No frail eclipſe, but all effential made, 
Not net o primeval gloom, 
Nor glima ring in its ſource, with filver ftreamer play's. 
A jeity mixture of the darkneſs ſpread | 
22 Eerrrd head; 
And that which angels drew 
O'er. Nature's face whien Jzsvs died; 
Wah | Teeping ghaſts for this miſtook, 


wh 
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And fleeting paſs'd, expos'dtheirbloodleſs breafts to view: 
Vet find it not ſo dark and to their dormitories glide, 


| Now bolder fires appear, 

And o'er the palpable obſcurement ſport, 

SGlaring and gay as falling Lucifer, 

Yet mark'd with fate as when he fled the ztherial "my 

And plung'd into the opening gulph of night. 
A ſabre of immortal flame I bore, 

And with this arm his flouriſhing plume I tore, 

And ftraight the fiend retreated from the fight. . 


% 


Meantime the lambent prodigies on high 
Take gameſome meaſures in the ſky ; 
Joy'd with his future feaſt the thunder roars  */ 
In chorus to th' enormous harmony; 
And halos to his oFspring from his ſulph'rous ſtores; - 6 
Applauding how they tilt and how they fly, 
And their each aimble turn, and radiant embaſſy, 


The moon turns paler at the fight, 
And all the blazing orbs deny their light; 
The lightning, with its livid tail, 
A train of glittering terrors draws behind, 
Which o'er the trembling world prevail; 
Wing'd and blown on by ſtorms of wind, 
They ſhew the hideous leaps on either hand 
Of night, that ſpreads her ebon curtains round, 
And there ereQs her royal ſtand, M 
In ſeven-fold winding jet her conſcious temple's bound. 


The ftars next, ſtarting from their ſphere, ail 
In giddy revolutions leap and bound; 
Whift this with double fury glares, 
And meditates new wars, ; 
And wheels in d ſportive gyres . 
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Its neighbor ſhall advance to fight; 
And while each offers to enlarge its right, 
The general ruin ſhall increaſe, 
And baniſh all the votaries of peace. 
No more the ſtars with paler beams 
» Shall tremble o'er the midnight ſtreams, 
* But trayel downward to behold _ 
What mimics em ſo twinkling there; 
And, like Naxciss vs, as they gain more near, 
For the lov'd i image ſtraight expire, 
And agonize in warm deſire, 
Or ſlake a ken they rell. 


Whilſt che worid burns, and all che orbs below. 
3 their viperous runs glow, 
Which fall abrupt, . 
Thea fee the Alavighty Jupecr ſedate and bright, 
Cloath'd in imperial robes of light! 
His wings, the wind rough ſtorms the chariot bear ; 
And nimble harbingers before him fly, 8 
And with officious rudeneſs bruſh the air : 
Halt as lie halts, then double in their flight, 
In horrid ſport with one another vie, 
And leave behind quick winding tracks of light; 
Then urgiag to their ranks they cloſe, 
And, rang leſt they Kart, a ſailing ere. 


The mighty judo rides in tempelluous late, 
Whilt mighty gaards his orders wait ; 

His waving veſtments ſhine- 
Bright as the ſun, which lately did its beams reſign, 
And buxrifh'd wreaths of light hall make his form divine. 
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Strong beams of majeſty around his temples "IP 
And the tranſcendent gaiety of his face allay: 
His Father's reverend characters he'll wear, 

And both o'erwhelm withlight, aud. over- ae with fear gy. 

Myriads of angels ſhall be there, 

And I. perhaps, cloſe the tremendous rear; 
Angels, the firft and faireſt ſons of day, | . 
Clad with eternal youth, = er. 


Nor for magnibcence alens, 

To brighten and enlarge the pageant ſcene, 
Shall we encircle his more dazzhng throne, 
| And ſwell the luftre of his pompous train ; 

The nimble miniſters of bliſs or woe 

We ſhall attend, and ſave, or deal the blow, . 

As he adnuts to joy, or bids to pain. 


uw 


| The welcome news, 
Thro' every angel's breaſt freſh raptures ſhall diffuſe; : 
The day is come, doom: 
When Sara with his pow'rs ſhall fink to endleſs 
No more ſhall we his hoſtile troops purſue 
From cloud to cloud, nor the long fight renew. 


From falling ſpheres the joyful muſic ſhall rebound, 
And ſeasand ſhores ſhall catch and propagateit round: 
Louder he'll blow, and is ſhall ſpeak more ſhrill, 
Than when from Six a1's hill, 

In thunder thro? the horrid redd- ning ſmoke, 

The Al Mehr ſpoke. 

We'll ſhoot around with martial joy, [ ſhouts reply. 
And thrice the vaulted ſkies ſhall rend, and thrice our 


Then Raphael, big with life, the trump ſhall ſound : | 


* 
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Then firft th* archangel's voice, aloud, 
Shall cheerfully ſalute the day and throng, 
And Hallelujah fill the crowd; 
And I, perhaps, ſhall cloſe the ſong, 


From its long ſleep all human race ſhall riſe, 
And ſee the morn and Jupce advancing in the ſkies: 
To their old tenements the ſouls return; [ ſcends 
Whilſt down the ſteep of heaven as ſwift the Jupcs de- 
Theſe look illuſtrious bright, no more to'mourn ; 
Whilit, ſee, diſtracted looks you talking ſhades attend; 
The ſaints no more ſhall conflict on the deep, 
Nor rugged waves inſult the lab'ring ſhip ; 
But from the wreck; in triumph they ariſe, 
And borge to bliſs, ſhall tread empyreal ſkies, | 
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NY”. the Black days bf univerſal doom, 
Which wondrous propheſies foretold, are cemez. 
What ſtrong convulſions, what kopen ous woe, 285 
a Muſt finking nature undergo, 
Amidſt the dreadful wreck, and anal overthrow! 
Methinks I hear her, conſcious of her fate, 


With fearful groans, and hideous cries, Pe 


Fill the preſaging ließ; "x 
Unable to ſupport the weight 
Or of the preſent or approaching miſeries. 
Methinks I hear her ſummon all 
Her guilty offspring, raving with deſpair, 
And trembling, cry aloud, prepare, | 
Ye ſublunary A ® my my ER 


See, ſee the . portents, - : 
. Thoſe diſmal harbingers of dire events | 
Loud thunders roar, and darting lightning fly 
Thro' the dark concave: of the troubled ſky; 
The ſiery ravage is begun, the end. is * 
| ne e 
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See how the glaring meteors Blaze ! \ 
Like baleful torches, O they come, 
To light diſſolving nature to her tomb! 
And ſcattering round their peſtilential rays,” | 
Strike the affrighted nations with a wild amaze, 
Vaſt ſheets of flame and globes of fire, 
By an impetuous wind are driven 
Thro' all the regions of th' inferior heav'n: 
Till, hid in ſulph'rous ſmoke, they en expire. 
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Sad and amazing tis to ſee, | | 
What mad confuſion rages over all | 
This ſcorching ball! Slat ts Ts 
No country is exempt, no nation, free, 
But each partakes the epidemic miſery. „ 
What diſmal havoc of mankind is made 
By wars, and peſtilence, and death, DET: 
| Thro' the whole mournful earth? 
Which with a murd'ring fury they invade, _ 
Forſook by providence, and all propitious aid ! 
Whilf ſiends let looſe, their utmoſt rage employ 
To ruin all things here below ; 
Their malice and revenge no limits know, 
But in the univerſal tumult all deſtroy. 


Diſtracted mortals from their cities ans 
For ſafety, to the champaign' ground; 
But there no ſafety can be found: 
TI be vengeance of an angry Deity, 
With unrelenting fury does incloſe them round 
And whilſt for mercy ſome aloud implore — 
The Gov they ridicuP'd before; '-- | 
And others, raving with their woe, 


(For hunger, chirſt, defpair, they undergo) © 
B'rfghem* and curſe the power = — edece 1 
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The e ai poppe pa, her Jaws . N 
1 The howling n at once Ae 
i | Together, all into her burning womb., : 


1 The trembling Alps abſcond their aged heads 
by In mighty pillars of infernal ſmoke, | 
10 Which from their bellowing caverns broke, 
And ſuffocates whole nations where it ſpreads, 
Sometimes the fire within divides 
The maſſy rivers of thoſe ſecret chains, 
Which hold together their prodigiens ſides, 
And hurls the ſhatter'd rocks o'er all the plains; 
While towns and cities, ev'ry thing below, 
Is ovetwhelm'd with the ſame burk of woe. 


No ſhow'rs deſcend from the malignant fey, 
To cool the burning of the thirſty field ; - 
The trees no leaves, no graſs the meadows Nw 
— But all is barren, all is dry: | 
The little rivulets no more | | 
To larger ftreams their tribute Pay, f 
Nor to the ebbing ocean they; 7 
Which, with a ſtrange, unuſual roar, | 
| Forſakes thoſe ancient bounds it would have paſs'd be- 
And to the monſtrous deep in vain retires: - [ fore, 
For ev'n the deep itſelf is not ſecure, EN 
But belching ſubterraneous fires, - 
| Increaſes ſtill the ſcalding calenture, 
Which neither earth, nor air, nor water, can endure. 
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The ſun by psd Aussen 
At thoſe convulſions, pangs, and agonies, 
Which on the whole creation ſeize, 
Is to ſubſtantial darkneſs turn'd, 
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The n*ighb'ring moon, as if a purple flood 
O'erflow*d her rott'ring orb, appears 
Like a huge maſs of black corrupting blood: 
For ſhe herſelf a diffolution fears, * 0, 
The larger planets, which once e ſo © | 
With the refleQed rays of borrow'd light, 
Shook from their centre, without motion lie, 
Unwieldly globes of ſolid night. 
And ruinous lumber of the RN. 


Amidſt this dreadfal hurricane of woes, 
| (For fire, confuſion, horror, and deſpair, 
Fill ev*ry region of the tortur'd earth and air) 
The great archangel his loud trumpet ef 1 | 
At whoſe amazing ſound freſh agonies | 
Upon expiring nature ſeize; . 
For now ſhe'll in few minutes know. 
The ultimate event, and fate of all below, 
Awake, ye dead, awake, he cries ; 
(For all muſt come) | 2 
All that had human breath, ariſe, 9 
To hear your laſt, unalterable doom. = 


At this the ghaſtly tyrant, who had ſway'd  _—» 
So many thouſand ages uncontrol dd. 
No longer could his ſceptre hold; Mn ok i 
But gave vp all and was himſelf a captive made. p 
The ſcatter'd particles of human clay, 12 
Which in the filent grave's dark chambers lay. 
Reſume their priſtine farms again, 2 
And now from mortal, grow immortal men 
Stupendous energy of ſacred pow'r, 
Which can collect, wherever caſt, 
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The ſmalleſt atoms, and that ſhape reſtore 
Which they had worn ſo many years before, ; 
That thro* ſtrange aceidents and num*rouschanges paſt: 


See how the joyful angels fly 
From ev'ry quarter of the ſky, 
To gather and to convey all 
The pious ſons of human race, | 
I To one capacious place, . 
Above the confines of this flaming ball. 
See with what tenderneſs and love they bear 
4 Tuofe righteous ſouls thro? the tumult'ous air! 
2 Whilſt the ungodly ftand below, b 
Raging with ſhame, confuſion, and deſpair, 
: Amidf the burning overthrow, 
Expecting fiercer torments and acuter woe. 
Round them infernal ſpirits kowling, fly; | 


O horror, curſes, tortures, chains! they cry, 
And roar aloud with execrable blaſphemy. 


Hark how the daring ſons of infamy, 
Who once deſolv'd in pleafares lay, 
And laugh'd at this tremendous day, 
To rocks and mountains now to hide em cry: 
But rocks and mountains all in aſhes lie. 
Their ſhame's ſo mighty, and ſo ſtrong their fear, 
That, rather than appear 
Before a God incens'd, they would be hurl*d 
Amongſt the burning ruins of the-world, 
And be conceal 'd if poſſible, for ever there. 
Time was, they would not own a deity, 
Nor after death a future ſtate z - 
But now, by ſad experience find, too late, 
E 2 
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There is, and terrible to that degree, 

That rather than behold his face, they'd ceaſe to be. 
And ſare tis better, if heav'n would give conſent, | 
To have no being; but they muſt remain, 

For ever, and for ever be in pain. 
O inexpreſiible, ſtupendous puniſhment, 
Which caanot be endur'd, yet muſt be awer 


But now the eaſtern ſkies expanding wide 
The glorious Judge Omnipotent deſcends, 

And te the ſublunary world his paſſage bends ; 

Where cloath'd with human nature, he did once reſide. 
Round him the bright ætherial armies fly, 
And leud triumphant hallelujahs fing, 
With ſongs of praiſe, and hymns of victory, 

To their Celeſtial King; 
All glory, pow'r, dominion, majeſty, 
Now and for everlaſting ages, be 
To the Eſſential One, and Co-Eternal Three. 
Periſn that world, as tis decreed 
Which ſaw the God incarnate bleed! 
Perich by thy almighty vengeance thoſe 
Who durſt thy perſon, or thy laws expoſe ; 
The curſed refuſe of mankind and hell's proud ſeed. 
Now to the unbelieving nations ſhew, 
Thou art a God from all eteraity ; 
Not titular, or but by office ſo; 
And let em the myſterious union ſee 
Of human nature with the Deity. 


v* 


With mighty tranſports, yet with awful fears, 
The good behold this glorious fight ; 
Their God 1 in ul his majeſty appears | 
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: Incfable, amazing bright, 
And ſeated on a throne of everlaſting ligh, 
Round the tribunal next to the mot hight, 
In ſacred diſcipline and order ſtand 
The peers and princes of the ſky, 
As they excel in glory or command : 
Upon the right hand that illuſtrious crowd, 
In the white boſom of a ſhining cloud, 
* Whoſe ſouls abhorring all ignoble crimes, 
Did, with a ſteady courſe purſue. 
His holy precepts in the worſt of times 
Maugre what earth or hell, what men or devils could do. 
And now that God they did to death adore, 
For whom ſach torments and ſuch pains they bore, 
Returns to place them on thoſe thrones above 
Where, undiſturb'd, uncioy'd, they will rg : 
Divine, ſabſtantial happineſs, 
Unbounded as his pow'r, and laſting as his . 


Go bring, the Judge impartial, frowning cries, 
Thoſe rebel ſons, who did my laws deſpiſe; 
Whom neither threats nor promiſes could move, 
Norall my ſufferings, nor all my love, 
To fave themſelves from everlaſting miſeries. 
At this ten millions of archangels flew 
Swifter than lightning, or the ſwiſteſt thought, 
And leſs than in an inftant brought 
The wretch'd, curs'd, infernal crew; 
Who with diſtorted aſpecta come, 
To hear their ſad, intolerable doom. 
Alas! they cry, one beam of mercy ſhew, | 
To pardon. crimes is natural to thee z 
Cruſh us to nothing, or ſuſpend our woe: 
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But if it cannot, cannot be, 
And we muſt go into a gulph of fire, 
(For who en with Omnipotence contend?) 
Grant, for thou art a God, it may at laſt expire, 
And all our tortures have an end; 
Eternal burnings, O we cannot bear! 
Tho' now our bodies too immortal are, 
Let *em be pungent to the laſt degree 
And let our pains innumerable be; 
But let em not extend to all eternity! 
Lo now there does no place remain 
For penitence and tears, but all 
Muſt by their actions ſtand or fall; 
To hope for pity is in vain ; 
The dye is caft, and not to be recall'd again. 
Too mighty books are by two angels brought: 
In this, 1mpartially recorded, ſtands 
The law of nature, and divine commands; 
In that, each action, word, and thought, 
Whate'er was ſaid in ſecret, or in ſecret wrought.” 
Then firſt the virtuous and the good, 
Who all the fury of temptation flood, [blood t 
And bravely paſs'd thro' ignominy, chains, and) 
Attended by their guardian angels, come 
To the tremendous bar of final doom. 
In vain the grand Accuſer, railing brings 
A long inditment of enormous things | 
Whoſe guilt whip'd off by penitential tears, 
And their Redeemer's blood and agonies 
No more to their aſtoniſhment appears, 
But in the ſecret womb of dark oblivion lies. 


* 


GENERAL CONFLAGRATION.” 57 


Come now, my friends, he cries, ye ſons of grace, 
Partakers once of all my wrongs and ſhame, 
Deſpis'd and hated for my name; 
Come to your Saviour's and your God's embrace: 
Aſcend, and thoſe bright diadems poſſeſs, 
For you, by my eternal Father made, 
Ere the foundation of the world was laid, 
And that ſurpriſing happineſs, 
Immenſe as my own Godhead, and will neꝰ er be leſs.” 
For when I languiſhing in priſon lay, 
Naked, and ftarv'd almoſt for want of bread, 
Vou did your kindly viſits pay, 
Both cloath'd my body, ang my hunger fed, 
Weary'd with fickneſs, or oppreſs'd with grief, 
Your hand was always ready to ſapply > 
What'er T wanted; you were always by, © 
To ſhare my ſorrows, or to give relief. 
In all diſtreſs, ſo tender was your love, 
I could no anxious trouble bear, | 
| No black misfortane; or vexatious care, * 
But you are ſtill impatient to remove, 
And mourn'd, your charitable hand ſhould unſucceſoful 


All this you did, tho? not to me prove 
In pef ſon, yet to mine in miſery : | As > 
And ſhall for ever live | Oy. 
In all the glories that a God can give, i | 
Or a created being's able to receive. 1 


At this the architects divine on high, 

Innumerable thrones of glory raiſe, _ 
On which they, in appointed order, place 

The human co-heirs of eternity; | 
And with united hymns, the God [ncarhate praiſe, © 


58 GENERAL CONFLAGRATION-” 


Eternal Go, Anil G 
Be thou for ever, and be thou alone, 
By all thy creatures conſtantly ador'd! 
Ineffable, Co-equal Three, 
Who from non- entity gave birth, 
To angels, and to men, to heaven and to earth, 
Yet always walt thyſelf, and wilt for ever be. 
But for thy mercy, we had ne er poſeſt - 
Theſe thrones, and this immenſe felicity ; 
Could ne'er have been ſo infinitely bleſt: 
Therefore all glory, power, dominion, majeſty; 
To the, O Lamb of God, to thee, 
For ever, longer than for ever, bel 


Then the incarnate Godhead turns his face- 
To thoſe upon the left, and cries, * 
(Almighty vengeance flaſhing in his eyes). ; 

Ye impious, unbelieving race, 
To thoſe eternal torments go,” 
Prepar'd for thoſe rebellious ſons of light, 
In burning darkneſs, and in flaming night; 
Which ſhall no limit or ceſſation know, 

But always are extreme, and always will be ſo, _ 
The final ſentence paſs'd, a dreadful cloud 
Inclofing all the miſerable crowd, 

A mighty hurricane of thunder roſe, 
And hurl'd 'em all into a lake of fire, 
Which never, never, never can expire, 
The vaſt abyſs of endleſs woes! 
Whilſt with their God the righteous mount on high, 
In glorious triumph paſſiag thro” the ſky. 
To joys immenſe, and everlaſting ecſtacy. 
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HEN the fierce North Wind with his airy forces 
Rears up the Baltic to a foaming fury; ) 
And the red lightning, with a ftorm of hail comes 
Ruſhing amain down, 


How the poor ſailors ſtand amaz'd and tremble ! 
While the hoarſe thunder, like a bloody trumpet, 
Roars a loud onſet to the gaping waters, 

Quick to deyour them, 


Such ſhall the noiſe be, and the wild diſorder, 
(If things eternal may be like theſe earthly,) 
Such the dire terror when the great archangel 
' Shakes the creation; 


Tears the ſtrong pillars of the vault of heav'n, 
Breaks up old marble, the repoſe of princes z 
See the graves open, and the bones ariſing, 
Flames all around em! 


Hark, the ſhrill outcries of the guilty wretches ! 

Lively bright horror, and amazing anguiſh, 

Stare thro? their eyelids, while the living worm lies 
Gnaywing within them. 
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Thoughts like old vultures prey upon their Rin ” 
And the ſmart twinges, when the eye beholds the 


. Lofty Jupcs frowning, and a flood of vengeance 
" Koling afore him. 
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Hopeleſs eds how they ſcream and hs, 
While devils puſh them to tue pit wide-yawaing 


Hideous and nr to receive them hea dlong 
Don to the centre. 


Stop here, my fancy: (all away, ye horrid - 
(Doleful ideas,) come ariſe to IS us, 


How he fits God-lixe ! and the ſaints around him 
| Thron'd, yet m—_—_ 


O may T fit there —_ he comes 8 
Dooming the nations! then aſcend to glory, 


Win our hoſannas all along the paſſage —_ N. 
Shout the Redeemer. 
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HILST ſome affect the ſun, and ſemè the ſhade, 
Some flee the city, ſome the hermitage; | 


Their aims as various, as the roads they take 


In journeying through life ;—the taſk be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the Tous; 


T' appointed place of rendezvous, where all 
Theſe travellers meet.—Thy ſuccours I unplore, 


Eternal King! whoſe potent arm ſuſtains  -; 
The keys of hell and death.ä— The Grave, dread thing! 
Men ſhiver when thou'rt nam'd: Nature, appall'd, 
Shakes off her wonted firmneſs.—Ah ! how dark 

Thy long-extended realms, and rueful waſtes ! 
Wherenought hutfilence reigns, and Night, dark Night; 
Dark as was Chaos, ere the infant Sun | | 
Was roll'd together, or had try'd his beams 


Athwart the gloom profound. The fickly taper, 


By glimmering through thy low-brow'd miſty vaults 


| (Furr'd round with mouldy damps, and roPy ys 
Lets fall a ſupernumerary horror, 


And only ſerves to make thy night more irkſome. | 
Well do I know thee by thy truſty yew, 

Chearleſs, unſocial plant; that loves to dwell what 
"Midi ſculls and coffins, 1 and worms: 


_ 
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Where light-heel'd ghoſts, and viſionary ſhades, 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) | 

_ Embody'd thick, perform their myſtic rounds, 
No other metriment, dull ree, js thige. 


See yonder hallow'd fane;—the pious work 
Of names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 
And buried midſt the wreck of things which were; 
4 07 / There lye interr'd the more illuſtrious dead, 
* / The wind is up; hark! how it howls! Methinks 
Tau now I never heard a ſound fo dreary : | 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul bird, 
'  Rook'd in the ſpire, ſcreams loud: the gloomy iſles 
Black plaiſter d, and hung round with ſhreads of ſcutch- 
And tatter'd coats of arms, fend back the ſound, [eons, 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, [ bers, 
The manſions of the dead. Rous'd from their flum- 
In grim array the grifly ſpe&res riſe, . 
Grin horrible, and, obſtinately ſullen, | 
Pals and repaſs, huſh'd as the foot of night. 
Again the ſcreech-ow! ſhrieks : ungracious ſound! 
I' hear no more, it makes one's blood run chill, 


ite round the pile, a row of reverend elms 
(Coeval near with that) all ragged ſhew, 

Long laſh'd by the rude winds. Some rift half down 
Their branchleſs trunks ; others ſo thin a top, 
That ſcarce two crows can lodge in the ſame tree. 
Strange things, the neighbors ſay, have happen'd here: 
Wild ſnrieks have iſſued from the hollow tombs; 
Dead men have come again and walk'd about; 

And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, untouch'd! 

(Such tales their chear at wake or goſſiping. 

When it draws near to witching time of night.) 
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Oft, in the lone church- yard at night; I've ſeen 
By glimſe of moon-ſhine checquering through che woes, 
The ſchoolboy, with his ſatchel in his hand, 
} Whiſtling aloud to bear his courage up. 
> And lightly tripping o'er the long flat ſtones 
(With nettles ſkirted and with moſs o'er grown), 
That tell in homely phraſe who lye below. | 
Sudden he ſtarts, and hears, or thinks he hear s 
The ſound of ſomething purring at his heels; |}. f 
Full faſt he flies, and dares not look behind him, A er 
Till, out of breath, he overtakes his fellows. | ©. 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid Apparition, tall and ghaſtly, _ 
That walks at dead of night, or takes his ftand | 
: Over ſome new open'd grave; and (range to ne £1 
\ SO at crowing of the cock. 
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Sad ſight! flow moving o'er the proſtrate dead: 4 

- Liſtleſs, ſhe crawls along in doleful black, ALS 

- Whilſt burſts of ſorrow guſh from either eye, 9 pk 
| Faſt falling down her now untaſted cheek. 

Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man | 
She drops ;- whilſt buſy meddling Memory, Th ay, 
| In barbarous ſucceſſion, muſters up 
The paſt endearments of their ſofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, fill ſhe thinks 

She ſees him, and indulging the fond thought, 

Clings yet more cloſely to the ſenſeleſs turf, - | 
Nor heeds the paſſenger who looks that way. th 


mo 


\ Invidious Grave /—how doſt thou rend in ſunder 
Waom love has knit and ſympathy made one ? 


A 


A tie more ſtubborn far than Nature b band. 
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F riend big! myſterious cement of the ſoul; 
Sweetner of life, and folder of ſociety, 1 


I owe thee much. Thou haſt deſerv'd from me, 


Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. I 
Oſt have I prov'd the labors of thy love, bt 
And the warm efforts of the gentle heart, * 
Anxious to pleaſe.— Oh! when my friends and I 

In ſome thick wood have wander'd heedleſs on, 

Hid from the vulgar eye, and ſat us down 

Upon the ſloping cowſlip-cover'd bank, 

Where the pure limpid ſtream has flid along 

In grateful errors through the under-wood, 

Sweet murmuring : methought the ſhrill-tongu'd Thruſh 

Mended his ſang of love; the footy Blackbird 

Mellow'd his pipe, and ſoſten'd eyery note: 

The Eglantine ſmell'd ſweeter, and the Roſe 

Aſſum'd a die more deep; whilſt every flower 

Vy'd with its fellow-plant in luxury 

Of drefs.——Ok! then the longeſt ſummer's "ery 

Seem'd too, too much in haſte; fill the full heart 

Had not imparted half; *twas happineſs 

Too exquiſite to laſt, Of joys departed, 

Not to return; how painful the remembrance ! 


Dull "TUPELO TIN ſpoilt the dance of youthful blood, 


co Strike out the dimple from the cheek of mirth, 


And er'ry ſmirking feature from the face; 


Branding our laughter with the name of maducſt. 


Where are the Fe/fers now? the men of health, 
Complexionally pleaſant? Where the Drall, 
Whoſe ev'ry look and geſture was a joke 


To clapping theatres, and ſhouting crouds, 
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And made ev'n thick - lip'd muſing melancholy 
To gather up her face into a ſmile, | 
Before ſhe was aware? Ah! ſullen now, 

And dumb as the green turf that covers them. 


Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war ? 
The Roman Ceſars and the Grecian Chiefs, 
The boaſt of ſtory? Where the hot-brain'd youth, 
Who the Tiara at his pleaſure tore 
From Kings of all the then diſcover'd globe ; 
And cry'd, forfooth, becauſe his arm was -hamper'd, . 
And had not room enough to do its work ? 
Alas! how ſlim, diſhonorably ſlim, _ 
And cramb'd into a ſpace we bluſh to name! 
Proud Royalty how alter'd in thy looks : 
How blank thy features, and how wan. thy hue ! . 
Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone 4 
Where haſt thou hid thy many-ſpangled head, 
And the majeſtic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from afar ? Pliant and powerleſs now, 
Like new-born infant wound up in his fwathes, - 
Or victim tumbled flat upon its back, - 
That-throbs beneath the ſacriſicer's knife. 
Mute, muſt thou bear the ftrife of little tongues, 
And coward inſults of the baſe-born-croud ; 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadſt, 
But only hop'd for in the peaceful Grave, 
Of being unmoleſted and alone. ; 
Arabia's guras, and odoriferous drugs + 
And honors by the Heralds duly paid 7" 
In mode and form, ev'n to a very ſcruple's 
Oh cruel Irony! theſe come too late; 
And only mock, whom they were meant to hene 
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Surely there's not a dungeon-ſlave that's bury d 
In the high-way, unſhrouded and uncoffin'd, 

But lyes as ſoft, and ileeps as ſound as he. 

Sorry pxe-emineace ot high deſceat, 

Above the vulgar born, co rot ia ſtate. 


But ſee! the well-plum'd Zear/e comes nodding on 

N Ae and flow ; and properly attended 

By the whole {able-uibe, tnat painful watch 2 
Ihe ſick man's door, and live upon the dead; 

By letting out their perſons by the hour, 

To mimic forrow, when the heart's. not fad. 

How rich the trappings ! now. they're all unfurl'd, 
Aud glittering in the tun; triumphant entries 

Of conquzrors, and coronation- pomps, 

In glory ſcarce exceed, Great gluts of people | 
Retard th' unwieldy ſhow; whilſt from the caſements 
And heuſes taps, ranks behind reaks, cloſe wedg'd,, 

Hang bellying o'er, Bur tell us, why this walte ? 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcaſe | 
That's. fall'n into diſgrace, and in the noftril. 
Smells horrable ?: Ye Undertakers, tell us, 
Midſt all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 

Why zs the principal conceal'd, for which 

You make this mighty ſtit ?!———Tis wiſely done: 
What would offend. the eye in a good picture, 

The painter caſts diſcreetly into ſhades, 


Proud Lineage, now how little thou appear ſt 
Below the envy of the private man. 

Hener, that meddleſome officious ill, 

| Purfuesthee ev'n to death; nor there ſtops ſhort. 
Strange perfecution! when the Grave itlclf 

no protection from rude {ulicrance,. 
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Abſurd to think to over-reach the Grave, 
And from the wreck of names to reſcue ours. 
The be concerted ſchemes men lay for fame 
Die fat away; only theme. ves die taſter. 


The far-fam'd Scxipor, and the laurell'd Bard. 


Thoſe bold inſurancers of deathleſs ſame, 


Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 6 


The taperiag Pyramid, th* Egyptian's pride, 
And wonder of the world, whoſe ſpiky top 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv'd 


The angry ſhaking of the winter's ftorm : 8 


Yet ſpent at laſt by th' injuries of heaven, 
Shatter'd with age, and furrow'd o'er with years, 
The myſtic cone with hieroglyphies cruſted, 

At once gives way. Oh! lamentable fight: 
The labor of whole ages, lumbers down, 

A hideous and miſhapen length of ruins. 

Se pulchral columns wreſtle but in vain 

With all- ſubduing Time: her cank'ring hand}. 
With calm delib'rate malice waſteth them: 
Worn on the edge of days the braſs conſumes,, 
The buſto moulders, and the-deep-cut marble,, 
Unſteady to the. ſteel, gives up its charge. 
Ambition, half convicted of her folly, 

Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 


Here all the mighty Thoublers of the Earth, 


Who ſwam to ſov*reign rule through ſeas of blood 


T' oppreſſive, ſturdy, man-deſtroying villains, _ 


Who ravag'd kingdoms, and laid empires waſte,, 


Ard in a cruel wantonneſs of power. 
Thinn'd ſtates of half their people, and gave up» 
To want the reſt; now, liks.a ſtorm that's ſpeaty, 
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Lye huſh'd, and meanly ſneak behind the covert. 
Vain thought! to hide them from the gen'ral ſcorn, 
That haunts and doggs them like an injur'd ghoſt 
Implacable. Here too the petty Brant, 

| Whoſe ſcant domains Geographer ne er notic'd, 

And, well for neighboriag grounds, of arm as ſhort, 
Who fix'd his iroa talons on the poor, 

And grip'd them like ſome lordly beaſt of prey z 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger, 

And piteous plaintive voice of miſery 

(As if a Slave was not a ſhred of nature, 

Of the ſame common nature with his Lerd) ; 

Now tame and humble, like a child that's whipp'd, 
Shakes hands with duſt, and calls the worm his Kinſman; 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under round 
Precedency's a jeſt; Vaſſal and Lord, 

Groſsly familiar, fide by fide conſume. 


When ſelf-efteem, or others adulation, 


Would cunningly perſuade us we were ſomething. 
Above the common level of our kind, 
The Grave gaiaſiys the ſmooth-complexion'd fatt' ry, 


And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 


Beauty—thou pretty play-thing, dear deceit, 
That fteals fo foftly o'er the ſtripling's heart, 
And gives it a new pulſe, unknown before, * 2 
The Grave diſcredits thee; thy charms expung*d, 
Thy roſes faded, and thy lilies foil'd, 

What haſt thou more to boaſt of? Will thy lovers 
Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee homage !. 
| — | 
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Wuhilſt ſarfeited upon thy damaſk cheek 

I The high-fed Worm, in lazy volumes roll'd, 

Riots unſcar'd.——PFor this, was all thy caution ? 
For this, thy painful labors at thy glaſs ? 

T' improve thoſe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the ſpoiler thanks thee not. Foul feeder, 
Coarſe fare and carrion pleaſe thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a reliſh on the ſenſe, 

Look how the fair one weeps the conſcious tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flow'rs : 
Honeſt effuſion! the ſwoln heart in vain 

Works hard to put a gloſs on its diſtreſs, 


Strength too—thou furly, and leſs gentle boaſt 


Of thoſe that laugh loud at the village-ring ; 5 | op a p 


A fit of common fickneſs pulls thee down 
With greater eaſe, than e'er thou didft the ftripling / 
That raſhly dar'd thee to th* unequal fight. | 


What groan was that IT heard? deep groan indeed! - 7 


With anguiſh heavy laden; let me trace it: 1 

From yonder bed it comes, where the ſtrong maa, 

By ftronger arm belabor'd, gaſps for breath 

Like a hard-hunted beaſt. How his great heart 

Beats thick J his roomy cheſt by far too ſcant 

To give the lungs full play. What now avail ſders? 

The ftrong-built finewy limbs, and well-ſpread ſhoul- 

See how be tugs for life, and lays out him, 

Mad with his pain Eiger he catches hold 

Of what comes next to hand, and graſps it hard, 

Juſt like a creature drowning; hideous fight! 

Oh! how his eyes ſtand out? and ftare full ghaſtly 

_ Whilſt the diſt emper's rank and deadly yenom 
Shoots like'a burning arrow *croſs his bowals, 
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And drinks his marrow up.— Heard you that groan ? 
It was his laſt See how the great Goliab, 

Juſt like a child chat brawl'd itſelf to reſt, 

Lyes ſtill. What mean'ſt thou then, O mighty boaſter, 
To vaunt of nerves of thine ! What means the Bull, 
Unconſcious of his ſtrength, to play the coward, 
And flee before a feeble thing like man; 

That knowing well the ſlac kneſs of his arm, 

Truſts only in the well-invented kaife ? 


With fd pale, and midnight virgils ſpent, 


Tue ftar-ſurveying Sage cloſe to his eye 


Applies the fight-invigorating tube ; 

And travelling through the boundleſs length of ſpace 
Marks well the courſes of the far-ſeen orb 

That roll with regular confuſion there, 

In ecſtacy of thought. But ah! proud Man, 

Great heights are hazardous to the weak head ; 

Soon, very ſoon, thy firmeſt footing fails; 

And down thou drop'ſt into that darkſome place, 
Where zor Device ner Knowledge ever came. 


Here the Tongue-Warrior lyes diſabled now, 
Diſarm'd, diſhonor'd, like a wretch that's gagg'd, 
And cannot tell his ail to paſſers by. 

Great man of language, —whence this mighty change, 
This dumb deſpair, and drooping of the head? 

Thoꝰ ſtrong Perſuaſion hung upon thy lip, 

And fly Infinuation's ſofter arts 

In ambuſh lay about thy flowing tongue ; 

Alas! how chop-fall'n now? Thick miſts and ſilence 
Reſt, like a weary cloud, upon thy breaſt 
Unceaſiag— Ah! where is the lifted arm, 


* 
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The ſtrength of action, and the force of words, 

The well-turn'd period, and the well-tun'd voice, 
With all the leſſer ornaments of Phraſe ? - 

Ah! fled forever, as they ne'er had been, 

Raz'd from the book of Fame; or, more provoking; 
Perchance ſome hackney hunger-bitten Scribbler * 
Inſults thy memory, and blots thy tom 
Withlong flat narrative, or duller rhymes, 

With heavy halting pace that drawl along ;_ 
Enough to rouſe a dead man into rage, 

And warm with red. reſentment the wan cheek. 


Here the great maſters of the Healing-art, 
Theſe mighty mock-defrauders of the Tomb, 
Spite of their Taleps and Cathoticons 
p Reſign to Fate. Proud /Z/culapius' ſon ! 
Where are thy boaſted implements of Art, | 
And all thy well-cramm' d magazines of Health! a 
Nor hill, nor vale, as far as ſhip could go, 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottom'd brook, 
Eſcap'd thy rifling hand: from ſtubborn ſhrubs 
Thou wrung'ſt their ſhy-retiring Virtues out, 
And vex'd them in the fire; nor fly, nor inſect, 
Nor writhy-ſnake, eſcap'd thy deep reſearch. 
But why this apparatus? why this coſt ? 
Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the Grave, 
Where are thy recipes and cordials now, | 
With the long lift of vouchers for thy cures ? . 
Alas! thou ſpeakeſt not.— The bold impoſter + 
Looks not more filly, when the cheat's found out, 


Here the lank-fided Mi/er, worſt of felons, - 
Who meanly ſtole (diſcreditable ſhift), 
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From back, and belly too, their proper cheer, 
| Fas'd of a tax it irk'd the wretch to pay 

To his own carcaſe; now lies cheaply lodg'd. 
By clam'rous Appetites no longer teaz'd, 

Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs. 

But ah! where are his rents, his comings-in! 
Ay ! now you've made the rich man poor indeed! 
| Reobb'd of his Gods, what has he left behind? 

Oh! curſed Juſt of gold ; when for thy ſake, 

The fool throws up his int'reſt in both worlds: 
Firſt ſtary'd in this, then damn'd in that to come. 


How ſhocking muſt thy ſummons be, O Death! 
To him that is at eaſe in his poſſeſſions: 
Who, counting on long years of pleaſure here, 
Is quite anfurniſh'd for that world to come? 
In that dread moment, how the frantic Soul 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and ſhrieks for help, 
But ſhrieks in vain !—How wiſhfully ſhe looks 
On all ſhe's leaving, now no longer her' 51 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
Oh! might ſhe ſtay, to waſh away her ſtains, 
And fit her for her paſſage, —Mournful fight ! 
Her very eyes weep blood ; and every Groan 
She heaves is big with Ne the Foe, 
Like a ſtaunch murd'rer, ſteady to his purpoſe, 
Purſues her cloſe through every lane of life, 
Nor miſſes once the track, but preſſes on; 
Till forc'd at laft to the tremendous verge, 
At once ſhe ſinks to everlaſting ruin. 


* 


Sure *tis a ſeri ous thing to die! My foul, 
What a ſtrange moment muſt it be, when near 
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To tell what's doing on the other fide! e 


Nature runs back, and ſhudders at the fight,” 


For part they” nu Lech and _/ou! muſt part; 


Fond ecuple; kak ' d more cloſethan wedded pair. 


This wings its way to its almighty Source, | 
The witueſs of its actions, now its judge; 
That drops into the dark and noifome Graves 4 


Like a Gilabled Pircher of no aſe. "OP 


1 Death was nothing, and n tes aur 
If when men dy'd, at once they ceas'd to be, 
Returning to the barren womb of Nothing, 


Fill up another to the brim, and laugh / 


At the poor bugbear Dearh:—Then ws fan Wrote 


That's weary of the world, and tir'd of life, 
At once give each inquietude the flip, ' 
By ſtealing out of being when he pleas'd, 
And by what way, whether by hemp or ſteel. 


| Death' (thouſand doors ftand open. Who could fores | 


The ill-pleas'd gueſt to fit out his fulltime, 


That helps himſelf as timely as he can, 
When able — hut if there is an hereafter, 

And that there is, Conſcience, uninfluenc'd, 
And ſuffer'd to ſpeak out, tells ev'ry man; 
Then muſt it be an a ful thing to e- 
More horrid yet to die by one's own hand. 


Thy jourticy's end, thou haſt the gulf in vie? :: ]ꝝ᷑ ö 


war” © 


4 And every life: ring bleeds at thoughts of parting y/” * 


Wierence firſt they ſprung, then might the "FOE 
Untrembling mouth the heavens :—-Then: might the 
gel over his full howl, aud, when'tis di. £ Sener 


* , 
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Or blame him if he goes. ure he does well, 
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« Self-mutder ! name it not; ouriland's ſhame: 
Phat makes her the x 

Shall nature, ſwerving her earlieſt dictate, 

Self-preſervation, fa ber own act? 


Forbid it, Heaven —Let not, upon diſguſt, | 


The ſhameleſs be foully crimſon'd oer 
Wich blood of its own lord —Dreadful attempt! 
"Juſt reeking from ſelf-ſlaughter, in a rage 
To ruſt into the preſence of our judge: 
As if we challeng'd him to do his worſt, _ | 
And matter'd not his wrath.—Unheard-of tortures 
Muſt be reſerv'd for ſuch: theſe herd 8 £ 
The common damn' d ſhun their ſociety, - | 
And look upon themſelves as ſiends leſs foul. 

Our time is fix'd, rr 
How long. bow ſhort, we know not :——This we knee, 

Duty requires we calmly wait the ſummons, 

Nor dare to ſtir till Heav'n ſhall give permiſſion: 

Like centries that muſt keep their deſtin'd ſtand, 
And-wait-th' appointed hour, till they're reliev'd. 
Thoſe only are the brave that keep their ground, 

And keepit to the laſt. To run away - - 

Is but a coward's trick : to run away 
From this world's ills, that at the very wort 
will bee 
By boldly vent' ring on a world unknowu, | 


And plunging headlong in the dark ;—'tis mad. | 


No —— as this. 


Tell us, ye Dead; "Ry She ey; 
To thoſe you left behind, diſcloſe the ſecret? - _ 
Oh! that ſome courteous ghoſt would-blab it outs 
What tis you Are, and noe muſt ſhortly be. 
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I've heard, that ſouls departed, have ſometimes 
Forewarn'd men of their death :— Twas kindly done 
To knock, and give the-alarm.-But what means 
This ſtinted charity? Tis but lame kindneſs. 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not 

Tell us what tis to die Do the ſtrict laws 

Of your ſociety forbid your ſpeaking A 
VU pon a point ſo nice ?—[Þ'H aft no more: 1 48 
Sullen, like lamps in ſepulchres, your ſhine 

Enlightens but yourſelves, Well, tis no matter —— 

A very little time will clear up all, e. 5 

And make us learn'd as yo 250, and as cloſe. : 


* 


Death's ſhafts fly chick: Here falls che e e 
And there his pamper*d Lord. The cup goes rounds 
And who ſo artful as to put it b)) 

"Tis long ſince Death had the majority ; 

Yet ſtrange! the living lay it not to heart, 

See yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 

The Sexton, hoary- headed chronicle, _ Ex 
Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne'er ftole _ _ 
A gentle tear; with mattock in his hand : 
Digs throughwhole rows of kindredand acquaintance, 
By far his juniors. —Scarce a ſcull's ere. | 
But well he knew its owner, and can telt 

Some paſſage of his life, —— Thus hand in hand, 
The fot has walk'd with Death twice twenty years; 
And yet ne'er yonker on the green laughs louder, _ 
Or clubs a ſmuttier tale: When drunkards meet, 

None ſings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 

More willing to his cup.—Poor wretehl he minds Ä 
That ſoon ſome truſty brother of the trade 


an de ele eee e eee. 
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Drop off, like leaves in autumn; yet launch out 
Iato fantaſtic ſchemes, which the long-i vers 
Ia the world's hale and nee oy Te} 
«i Murer to think. of Death and of glue, 
At the ſame time: as if to learn to die. 
. Were no concern of ours Oh l more than ſottih. 
For creatures of a day, in gameiome mc 2d, 
To fiplie on eternity's dread hrink, 
Unapprehenſive; when, for ought de know. , 
The very fuft ſwoln ſurge hall ſweep us in. 
Think we, or think we not, Lime hurries on 2 
Wiha reſiſtleſs, mittig freams. +.» _ 
Yar treads more ſoft than eꝰer did midnight thief,” HIER 
T bat ſlides his hand under the miſer”s pillow... 20 
And carries off his prize. What is 7% World? 
What but a ſpacious burial-field unwall d, 
strew'd with Death's ſpoils, the ſpoils of animale, 
Savage and tame, and full of dead men's bones. 
The very turf on which we tread once liv'd; 
And we that live mpft lend our carcaſes ts 
To cover our own off: pring :—Tn their turns 
too mult cover their's, "Tis here all meet, 
— The ſhiv ring Leelandr, and ſunburnt Moer ; | 
| Men of all climes, that never met before; 
And of all creeds, the "Few; the Tul, the Chriſtian. 
Here the proud Prince, and Favorite, yet prouder, 
His ſovereign's keeper, and the people's ſcourge, 
Are huddled out of fight Aire lye abaſh'd, 
The great Negrciaters of the earth, 
And celebrated Mafers af the balance, 
Deep read in ſtratagems, and wiles of courts, 
Now vain their 7:eary-f6;/] :—Death ſcorns to treat. 
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Here the o'erloaded Slave flings down his burden 
From his gall'd ſhoulders ;—and when the cruel Zhrant, 
With all his guards and tools of power about him, 
Is meditaring new unheard-of hardſhips, 
Mocks his ſhort arm ;—and, quick as thought, eſcapes 
Where Tyrants vex not, and the Weary reſt. | 
Here the warm Lover, leaving the cool ſhade, 
| The tell-tale Echo and the bubbling ſtream 
(Time out of mind the fav'rite ſeats of love), 
Faſt by his gentle miſtreſs lays him down, 
Unblaſted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
Lye cloſe ; unmindful of their former feuds. © - 
The lawn-rob'd Pre/ate, and plain Pref6yter,, 
Ere while that ſtood aloof, as ſhy to meet, 
Familiar mingle 4ere, like ſiſter ſtreams x 
That ſome rude interpofing rock had iplit. 
Hlere is the Jarge-lumb'd Peaſant Here the Child 
Of a ſpan long, that never ſaw the ſun, 
Nor preſs'd the nipple, ſtrangled in Life's porch. * 
Here is the Mother, with her ſons and daughters; 
The barren Wife and long-demurring Maid, 
| Whoſe lonely unappropriated ſweets 
Smil'd like yon knot of cowſlips on.the digg. 
Not to be come at by the willing han. 
Here are the Prude ſevere and gay Coguette,. * 
The ſober Widow and the young queen uren. 
Cropp'd like a roſe before tis fully blown, _... , 
Or half its worth diſelos d. Strange medley l? 
Here garrulous Old- Age winds up his tale; 25 
And jovial Youth, of lightſome vacant heart.. 
Whole ev'ry day was made of melody, W 
Hears not the voice of nrth. The ſhrill-tongu? 2 
. Meok as the turtle- dove, forgets her chiding. | 
Ane a the wie, te TE, aud the brave © ** 
982 
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The juſt, the good, the worthleſs, the profane. 
The downright clown, and perſectly well-bred z 
The fool, the churl, the ſcoundrel, and the mean. 
The ſupple ſtateſman, and the patriot ſtern ;: 
The wrecks of nations, and the. ſpoils of time, 

With all the lumber . 


7 77 Poor Alen — happy RL. 
When vet but warm from thy gredt Maker's hand,. 
He ſtamp'd thee with his image, and, well pleas' 4. 
mild on his laſt fair work.— Fhen all was well. 
Sound was the-bazy, andthe gu ſerene 
Like two &xect inſtruments, ne er out of tue. 
IT That play their ſev ral parts. Nor head, nor 2 | 
* Oer d to ache; nor was there cauſe they-ſhould 3. 
For all was pure within: no fell remorſe, 2 
Non anxious caſtings up of hat may be, 
Alarm'd his peaceſul boſom.— Summer ſcas 
Sew not more ſmooth, when Kiſs d by ſouthern winds | 
Juſt ready to — evans 4 pacm d, 
Offer' d the various produce of the . 3 48 I 
And ev'rp thing moſt perſect in its kind. | N 
Reſſed !: thrice blefſed days !—Bat ah how. ort? 
Neſs'd as the pleaſing dreams of Holy Men: | 
But fugitive like thoſe, and quickly gone. 5 
On! ſlippꝰry ſtate of things What ſudden turns: 
What ſtrange viciffitudes in the firſt leaf 7 
Of man's ſad hiſtory : Today maſt happy,. 
And ere tb- morrow's ſun has ſet, moſt abięct. 
How. ſcant the ſpace between theſe vaſl. extremes: 
Thus far'd it with cur Sire. Not long 3 1 
Hs A had zue happy tenant, 
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Admitted once into its better room, 3 
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che fair ſpot, due time to prove its ſweets, 
Or ſum them up, when ſtraight he muſt be gone, 
Ne'er to return again.—And muſt he go? 
Can nought compound for the firſt dire offences ._ 
Of erring man ?—Like one that is condemn'd,, 
Fain would he trifle time with idle talk, IEF) 
And parley with his fate; but "tis in vain. 
Not all the laviſh odours of the place, 


| _ Offer'd in incenſe, can procure his pardon, 


Or mitigate his doom—z mighty Angel, 
With flaming ſword, forbids his longer ſtay, 


And drives the loiterer forth; nor muſt he take 


One laſt and farewell round. At once he loſt 


His glory and his GOD. If mortal now, 
And ſorely maim'd, no wonder Mes has fun At. 


Sick of his bliſs, and bent on new adventures, 


Evil he would needs try: nor try'd in vain. 
(Dreadful experiment ? deſtructive meaſure ! 
Where the worſt thing could. happen, is ſucceſs.) 
Alas! too well he ſped :—the Good he ſcorn'd. 
Stalk'd off refuQant, like an ill-us'd ghoſt, 

Not to return; or if it did, its viſits, *F 
Like thoſe of Augelr, ſhort and far between: 
Whilſt the black Denon, with his hell- ſcapꝰd Ds 


Grew louc᷑ and mutinous,.nor would be gone; 
Lording it o'er the Manx who now too late 


Saw the raſh error, which he could not mend a 


An error, fatal not to him alone, 

But to his future ſons, his fortune's heirs. 
Inglorious bondage! — Human nature groang 
Beneath a vaſſalage ſo vile and cruel, 5 
F ˙ biceds rengh er Tf wall. . D 
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| What havoc haft thou made, foul monſter, Siz 
Greate& and firit of ill the fraitfal pꝛrent 
Of woes of all dimenſions !—But for thee 
Sorrow had never been !—All noxious things, 
Of vileſt nature, other ſorts of evils _- 
Are kindly circumſcrib'd, and have their . 
The fierce Volcano, from his burning entrails, 
That belches molten ſtone, and globęs of ſire, 
Involv'd in pitchy clouds of ſmoke and ſtench, 

Marrs the adjacent fields for ſome leagues rounds. 
And there it ſtops. —The big ſwoln Iaundatien 
Of miſchief more diffuſive, raving loud, 
Buries whole tracks of country, threat'ning more 3 
But that too has its ſhore it cannot paſs. 
More dreadſul far than theſe | Sin has laid wake, 
Not here and there a country, but a Worid: 
Diſpatching at a wide-extended blow 5 
Entire mankind; and for their ſakes defacing 
A whole creation's beauty with rude hands; 
Blafting the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 


And marking all along its way with ruin. 


Accurſed thing !—Oh! where ſhall Fancy find 

A proper name to call-thee by, expreſſive 

Of all thy horrors?— Pregnant womb of ills ? 

Of temper ſo tranſcendantly malign, 

That toads and ſerpents of moſt deadly kind, 

Compar'd to thee, are harmleſs—Sickneſles. 

Of ev'ry fize and ſymptoms, racking pains 1 

And blueſt plagues, are thine.— See how the Fiend 

Profuſely ſcatters the contagion round. 0 

Whilſt deep-mouth'd Slaughter, beilowi + edt. 

Wades 405! in blood ug xp yet for x 2-4 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon. Gs: 

And inly placs till the dread- blow is 
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But hold ;—Pve gone too far; too wack diſcover'd 

My Father's nakedneſs, and Nature's ſhame. 

Here let me pauſe, and drop an honeſt tear, 

One burſt of filial duty and condolence, ; 

O'er all thoſe ample deſerts Dratb hath ſpread, 

This Chavs of mankind —D great Man-eater 7 

Whole ev'ry day is Carnival, not ſated yet! 13 
Daheard of Epicure / without a fellow! 

The verieſt Gutt2ns dv not always cram ; 

Some intervals of abſtinence are ſought 

To edge the appetite; Zhou ſeekeſt none. 

Methinks the countleſs ſwarms thou haſt devour's, 

And thouſands that each hour thou gobbleſt up, 
This, leſs. than hi, might gorge thee to the fall. 
Bat ah! rapacious ftill, thou gap*ft for more: 
Like one, whole days defravded of his meals, 
On whom lank Hunger lays his ſkinny hand, 
And whets to keeneſt eaperaeſs his Cravings, 

As if diſeaſes, maſſacres, and poiſon, | 
Famine, and war, were not thy caterers. 


But know, that thou muy? render up thy Dead, 
Aad with high int'reſt too.— They are not thine z | 
But only in thy keeping for a ſeaſon, | 
Till the great promis'd day of reftitation ; 
When loud diffuſive ſound from brazen tramp, 
Of ftrong-lung'd cherub, ſh ill alarm thy captives, 
And rouſe the long, long fleepers into life, 
Day-light and liberty. 
hen muſt thy gates fly open, and reveal 
The mines that lay long forming under ground, 
la their dark cells immur'd; but now full ripe, 
And pure as ſilver from the crucible, | | 
That twice has ſtood the torture of the fre. 
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* 

And inquifition of the forge. We know 
Th illuſtrious Deliverer of mankind, 
Tut Son or Goo, thee foil'd, —Him in thy pow's + 
Thou couldft not hold :—Self-vigorous he roſe, 
And ſhaking off thy ſetters, ſoon retook 
Thoſe ſpoils his voluntary yielding lent : 
(Sure pledge of our releaſement from thy thrall!) 
Twice twenty days he ſojourn'd here on earth, 
And ſhew'd himſelf alive to cho/ex witneſſes > 
By proofs ſo ſtrong. that the moſt flow afſenting 
Had not a ſcruple left. — This having done, 
He mounted up to heav'n.—Methinks I ſee him 
Climb the aerial heights, and glide along 
Athwart the ſevering clouds; but the faint eye, 
Flung backward in the chace, ſoon drops its hold g 
Diſabled quite, and jaded with purſuing. 

Heaven's portals wide expand to let him in; 

Nor are his friends ſhut out: As ſome great prince, 
Not for himſelf alone procures admiſſion, + 
But for his train, it was his royal will, 
That where he is, there ſhould his followers be, 
Death only lyes between. —A gloomy path! 
Made yet more gloomy by our coward fears: 
But nor untrod, nor tedious : the fatigue 
Will ſoon go off, —Befides, there's no bye-road 
To bliſs. Then, why, like ill-condition'd children, 
Start we at tranſient hardſhips in the way 
That leads to purer air, and ſofter ſkies, 
And a ne*er ſetting ſun ?—Fools that we are! 
We wilt to be where ſweets uawith'ring bloom; 
But ftrait our with revoke, and will not go. 
So have I feen, upon a ſummer's ev'n, 
Faſt by the riv'let's brink, a youngſter play: 
How withfully he looks to tera the tide! 


/ | | 
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This moment reſolute, next unreſoly'd:- + . 

At laſt he dips his foot; but as he dips, 

His fears redouble, and he runs away 

From th' inoffenſive ſtream, unmindful now. ' 

Of all the flow'rs that paint the further bank, 

And ſmil'd ſo ſweet of late. Thrice wm PAI 

That after many a painful bleeding ſtep | 

Conducts us to our home, and lands us ſafe 

On the long wiſh'd for ſhore.—Prodigious change! 

Our bane turn'd to a bleſſing ! Dearh, difarm'd, 

Loſes his fellneſs quite All thanks to-him 

Who ſcourg'd the venom out. Sure the laf end 

Of the good man is Peace! How calm his Exit / 

Night- de vs fall not more (gently to the ground, 

Nor weary worn-out winds expire ſo ſoft, 

| Behold him in the evening tide of life, 

A life well ſpent, whoſe early care it was 

His riper years ſhould not upbraid his green: 

By unperceiv'd- degrees he wears away; 

Yet, like the ſun, ſeems larger at his ſetting. | 

{High in his faith and bond, look how he reaches 

Aſter the prize in view! and, like a bird | 

That's hamper'd, ſtruggles hard to get away; 

Wnilſt the glad gates of ſight are wide expanded 

To let new glories in, the firſt fair fraits 

Of the faſt-coming harveſt.— Ten Oh ren! 

Each earth- horn joy grows vile, or diſappears, 

Shrunk to a thing of nought.— Oh! how he longs 

To have his paſſport ſign'd, and be diſmiſy'd! 

*Tis done! and now he's happy !—The glad Sou! 

Has not a wiſh uncrown'd.—Ev*n the tag Feb 

Refts too in hope of meeting once again 

Its better half, never to ſunder more. | 
Nor ſhall it hope in vain ;—The time draws on, 


When not a ſingle ſpot of burial earth, 
Whether on land or in the ſpacious ſea, 

But muſt give back is long committed duſt 
Inviolate:— And faithfally ſhall theſe 
Make up the full account; not the leaſt atom 
EmbezzPd, or miſlaid, of the whole tale. 
Each Soul ſhall have à Body ready furniſh'd, _ 
And each ſhall have his own;—Hence, ye profane! 
Afﬀ not, how this can be? ure the ſame pow'r 

That rear'd the piece at firſt, and took it down, 

Can re- aſſemble the looſe ſcatter'd parts, 1 85 
And put them as they were. —Almighty Go 

Has done much more, nor is his arm impair'd 
Through length of days; and what he can he will: 
His taithfulneſs ſtands bound to ſee it done. | 
When the dread trumpet ſounds, the flumb'ring duſt, 
{Not unattentive to the call); ſhall wake: x i 
And ev'ry;eint poſſeſs its proper place, 
With a new elegance of form, unknown A 

To its firſt ſtate.—Nor ſhall the conſcious Seal 
Migake its partner, but amidſt the croud 

Singling its other half, into its arms 

Shall ruſh, vith-all th* impatuence of a man : 
That's new come home, who, having long been abſent, 
With hafte runs over ev'ry different room, 

In pain to ſee the whole. Thrice happy nents! 
Nor Time, nor Death, ſhall ever part them more. 
Tis but a night, a long and moonleſs night; 

We make the Grave rde and then are bone. 


Thus at the eee er y Bird 
Leaves the wide air, and in ſome lonely brake 


Cow'rs down, and dozes till the dawn of day, 
Then claps his well-fledg'd wings, and bears away. 
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By Ma. GRAY. 
1 . — — 
HE curfew tolls the knell of parting dayz 


The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea; 
The plowman homeward plods his weary<way, 


And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 
Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ügkt, | 


And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds * 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch as, wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 
Moleſt her ancient folitary reign. | 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heapy 
Each in his narrow cell forever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet fleep; \ 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, | 


The ſwallow tritt ring from the ſtraw-built ned, 
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The tock's Thrill clarion, ör the echoing hem. 
No more ſhall rouze them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 

No children run to liſp their ſire's return, 

| Or climb his knees, the envied kiſs to ſhare, 


. Oft did 18 their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke: 
- How jocund did they drive their team afield! 


How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke! 


Let not Ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure : 

Nor Grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile 
The ſhort and fimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e er gave, 

Await alike the inevitable hour: | 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If Mem' xy o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro” the long-drawn aiſle and frette d vault 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note a 


Can ſtoried urn, or animated buſt, 
Back to its manſion call the ee 
Can Honor's voice provoke the filent duſt, _ 


Or Flurry ſootks the dull cald car of death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 
| Some beam once pregnant with celeſtial gre; . = 
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Or wak'd to eeſtacy the living lyre. 


But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the ſpoils of Time, did ne'er n., 

Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage, | 
And froze the genial current of the foul: 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene 
The dark unfathoin'd caves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flow'r is born to bluſh unſeen, - 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſart air. 


| Some village-Hauyozn, that with danntleſs/breatt ” 
| The little tyrant of his fields withſtood z: 1 
Some mute inglorious Mir rom here may ret: 
Some Caonwir T guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


The applauſe of liſt ning ſenates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, - 
To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land. 
And read their hiſt'ry in a nation's eyes. 


Their lot forbade ; nor eiteumſerib'd aloe 
Their growing virtues ; but —— 


Forbade to wade throꝰ ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of merey on mankind; 


The Rruggling pangs of conſcious truth bade. 
Or heap eee fn & kb 
With incenſe kindled at the Muſe“s flame: 


Far from the madding eroud's ignobleirife, -- T 2Þ 1 
Their ſober wiſhes never leam'dito-firay; 11 „ 
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Along che cool ſequeſter d * of life - 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet ev'u theſe bones from inſult to protect, 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, 
With uncouth. rhymes, and ſhapeleſs ſculpture deck'd, 


Implores the paſting tribute of a ſigh. 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unletter'd Muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply: | 
And many a holy text around ſhe ftrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. 


Far who to dumb forgetfulneſs a prey 
This pleaſing anxious being e er reſign'd; 
Left the warm precinQs'of the cheerful day, 

Nor caſt one longing ling' ring look behind? 


On ſoma fond breaſt the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 

Eva from the tamb the voice of Nature cries, 
Ev'n ir our aſhes live their wonted fires. 


For thee, who, mindfal of th' unhonor'd dead, 

Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some kindred ſpirit ſhall enquire thy fate; 


Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, | 
«« Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn, 
4 Bruſhing, with haſty ſteps, the dews away, 
« To meet the ſan. upon the upland lawn. 


There, at the ſoot of yoader nodding beach,, 
That vteaths its old fantaſtic roots ſo high. 
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« His liſtleſs length at noon- tide would he ſtretch, 


And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 


«Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, ' 
« Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove ; 
« Now drooping, woeful, wan, like one forlorn, 
« Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


„One morn I miſs'd him on the *cuſtom'd hill, 
« Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree; 
« Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
« Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 


The next, with dirges due, in ſad array, 


« Slow thro” the church-way path we ſaw him born 


- Approach, and read (for thou canft read) the lay 


* Grav'd on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.“ 


Tue EPITAPH, 


HERE reſts his head upon the lap of Earth; 
A youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown; 
Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own, 


Large was his bounty, and his ſoul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a recompenſe as largely ſend: 
He gave to Miſery all he had—a tear, 0 
He gain'd from Heav'n (*twas all he 2 a friend, 


- 


No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 


Or draw his frailties from their dread. abode;, 
(There they alike in trembling hope rapoſe} 


The boſom of his Father and his Gov, 
1 H 2 4 
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AR in a wild, unknown to public view, 
From youth to age, a rev'rend hermit grew: 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 

His food the fruits, his drink the chryſtal well; 
Remote from man, with Gos he paſs d his days, 
Pray'r all his huſineſs, all his pleaſure - praiſe. 


A life ſe ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
Seem'd heay'n itſelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe 
That vice ſhould. triumph, virtue vice obey ; . 
This ſprung ſome doubts of Providence's ſway 2: 
His hopes no more a certain profpe& boaſt, . 
And all the tenor of his-ſoul ĩs loſt. - IS: 
So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt | X 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending, growy-. 
And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours-glow ; . 
But if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on every fide,., 
And glimm'ring fragments of a broken ſuns: 
Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. 


To clear this doubt, to know the world by aghts. 
To find if books or ſwains report jt right, | 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew. 

| Whole feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew} _ 
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He . the pilgrim ſtaff he bore, 

And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 

Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, 
Sedate to thiak, and watching each event. 


The morn was waſted in the pathlefs graſs, 
And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs: 
But 45 the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 

A youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way ; 

His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 

And ſoft, in graceful ringlets, wav'd his hair: 

Then near approaching, Father, hail!” he cry'dz 
And © Hail, my ſon,” the rev'rend fire reply d: 
Words follow'& words; from queſtion, anſwer flow'd; 
And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road; 

Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 

While in their age they differ, joia in heart. 

Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 

Thus yourhful ivy claſps an elm around. 


Now ſunk the fun : — hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey; 
Nature in ſilence bid-rhe world repoſe: 
When near the road a ſtately palace roſe. | 
There, by the moon, through ranks of trees they paſs, 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping ſides of graſs. 

It chanc'd the noble niafter of the dome 

Still made his houſe the wandering ftranger's home: 
Yet ſtill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prav'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive caſe. 

The pair arrive : the liv'ry'd ſervants wait: 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate, 

The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 

_ Aut all is more than hoſpitably good, 
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Then, led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 


At length *tis mern ; and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ihyke the neigboring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up viſe the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall: 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte,” - ” 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe: 
His cup was vaniſh'd; for in ſecret guiſe | 
The younger gueſt Pee the glitt'ring _ A 
ene be pe e ee 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer ray, FA 
Diſorder'd, ſtops, to ſhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintneſs on, . 
So ſeem'd the fire, when, far upon the road. | 
The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd. 
Ile ftopp*d with filence, walk'd with trembling keart- 
And much he wiſtud, but durſt not aſk, to part: 
Murm'ring, he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 


While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds 3 
The changing ſkies hang out their ſable-clouds 
A ſound in air preſag*d approaching rain, 
And beaſts to covert, ſcud acroſs the plain. | 
Warn'd by the 5gns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 
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The nimble lightning, mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 


To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat: 
"Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 
And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 
As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 


And o'er their heads loud rolling thunders ran. 
Here long they knock ; but knock or call in vain, 
Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 


At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt, 


(*'Twas then his threſhold firſt recei vd a gueſt) : 
Slow creeping, turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair; 

One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervor through Few eee 


Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with meagre wine, 


(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 


; mmm. 


With ſlill remark the pond 'rous hermit views 
In one fo rich, a life ſo poor and rude; 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want befide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face; 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup the gen'rous landlord” own'd before, 


And paid profuſely with the precious bowl | 


The ſtinted kindneſs of this churlidh ſoul ! 
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But now the clouds in airy tumult fly; 
The ſun, emerging, opes an azure ky; _ 
A freſher green the ſmiling leaves diſplay, _ 
And, glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the dag: 
The weather courts them from their poor retreat, 
And the glad mater bois the wary She | 


While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom wrought | 
With all the travail of uncertain thought ; 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear: 
*T 'was there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here: 
Deteſting that, and pitying this, he goes, 

Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows, 
Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſy ; | 


Again the wand'rers want a place to lie; 
Again they ſearch, and ſind a lodging nigh. 
The ſoil-improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great ; 

It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 
Content—and not for praiſe, but virtue, kind. 


Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guile, 

The courteous maſter hears, n 2 akin 


Without a vain, without a l heart. 
To him, who gives us all, I yield a part; 
From him you come; for him accept it here, 
A frank and ſober, more than cofly cheer,” 
He ſpoke; and bid the welcome table ſpread ; 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed; 
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When the grave houſehold round his hall repais 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 


At length the world, renew'd by calm repoſe, 
Was ftrong for toil; the dappted morn aroſe ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clos'd cradle, where an infant ſlept, 

And avrith'd his neck: the landlord's lirtle pride, 
O ftrange return! grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy'd. 
Horror of horrors! what! his only ſon! 
How look'd our hermit when the fact was done! 
Not hell, tho' hell's black jaws'in ſunder part, 
And nn blue fire, dene more aſſault his heart. 


Confus'd, and gruck with filence at who REY 
He flies, but, trembling, fails to fly with ſpeed. 
His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads; a ſervant ſhow'd the way? 
A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find ; the ſervant trod before; 

Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
The youth, who feem'd to watch a time to fin, 
Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruft him in; 
Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his head, 

Then flaſhing turns, and finks among the dead. 


Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, | | 
«« Deteſted wretch !''—But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet ; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet ; 
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Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
Celeſtial odours breathe through purpled air; 
And wings, whoſe colors glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay, 
'The form ethereal burſts upon his ſight, 

And moves in all the majeſty of light. 


Tho' loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſſion grew, 75 


Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do; 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
Aid in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 

But filence here the beateous angel broke 
(The voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ſpoke). 
„Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : 

Theſe charms, ſucceſs in our bright region find, 
And force an angel down to calm thy mind; 

For this, commiſſion'd, I forſook the ſky ;- 

Nay, ceaſe to kneel !—thy fellow-ſervant I. 


« Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. ' 


« The Maker juſtly claims the world he made; 
In this the right of providence is laid; 
Its ſacred majeſty through all depends 
-On uſing ſecond means to work his ends ; 
Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The pow'r exerts his attributes on high, 
Your actions uſes, nor controls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. 
What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurprize, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond'ring eyes? 
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Yet, taught by theſe, confeſs th Almighty juſt, - 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt. } 


« The great, vain man, who far'd on coltly 2 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good 
Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to moraing draughts of wine— 
Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt.”* 


The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in pity to the wand' ring poor, 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heav*n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul, 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head ; 
In the kind warmth, the metal learns to glow 
And, looſe from droſs, the filver runs below. 


Long had our pious feud 3 in yirtue trod, 
But now the child half wean'd his heart from God; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 
And meaſur'd hack his ſteps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run ! | 
But Gov, to fave the father, took the ſon. 
To all but thee in fits he ſeem'd to go; | 
And *twas my miniſtry to deal the blow. { 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duft, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 


<< Bat how had all his fortunes felt a wreck, 
- Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back 


* 


This night his weaker? heaps he meant to teat} 
And what a fund of charity would fail! 


« Thus heav'n inſtructs thy mind: this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace; reſign, and ſin no more.” 


On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew ; 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring, as the ſeraph flew. 
Thus look'd EL Is HA, when, to mount on high, 
His maſter took the chariot of the ſky: 
The fiery pamp aſcending left the vie v; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wiſh'd to follow too. 


The bending hermit here a prayer begun: 
Lerd ! as in heav'n, on earth thy. will be done: 
Then, gladly turning, ſought his ancient place,. 
And paſs'd a life of piety and peace, 
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J the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the grove 

*T'was then, by the cave of the mountain reclin d, 
A hermit his nightly complaint thus begun: 

Tho” mournful his numbers, his ſoul was refign'd; 
He thought as a ſage, though he felt as a-man, 


| « © Ah! why thusabandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
OY Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy fad ſtrain? 

For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow; . 
And thy boſom no trace of misfortune-retain; 

« Yet if pity inſpire thee, O ceaſe not thy lay! 
Mourn, ſweeteſt complainer ; man calls thee to mourn: 
O Oſoothe him, whoſe pleaſures, like thine, paſs away | 
Full quickly they paſs—but they never return! 


* Now-gliding remote on the verge of the ſky, 
The moon, half extin&, a dim creſcent diſplays} | 
* But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high _ 

© She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze, 
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Folk on then, fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
© 'Fhe path that conduQts thee to ſplendor again: 

* But man's faded glory no change ſhall renew; 
Ab, fool: to exultina glory ſo vain! » 


Tis night, and the landſcape is loyely no more: 
< mourn; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 
« For morn is approaching, your charms to reſtore, 
© Perfum*d with freſh fragrance, and glitt'ring with dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn; 
« Kind Nature the embryo-blofſom will ſave: 
| © But when ſhall ſpring viſit the moald'ring urn! 
10 e it daun on che n of the grave!“ e 


»Twas thus, by the glare of falſe ſcience betray'd,, 
« That leads to be ilder, and dazzles to blind: 
« My thoꝰ ts wont to roam, from ſhade onward to ſhade, 
Deſtruſtion before me, and forrow behind. 
O pity, great Father of light, then I cry*d, 
© Thy creature, who fain would not wander from thee ! 
Eo, humbled in duſt, I relinquiſh my pride: 
« From doubt and from darkneſs thou only canſt free, 


And abe and ddubt are now flying away, 
No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn, 
80 breaks on the traveller, faint and aſtray, 
The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn. 
« See Fruth, Love, and Mercy, in triumph deſcending, 
And nature all glowing in Eden's firft bloom, 
On the cold cheek of Death ſmiles and roſesare blending, 


© And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb.“ 
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HUMAN LIFE. 


IKE as a damaſk roſe you ſee, 
Or like the bloſſom on the tree 
Qr like the dainty flower in May, 
Or like the morning to-the day 


Or like the ſun, or like the hade, : q 


Or like the gourd which Jonas had; 
E'en ſuch is man, whoſe thread is ſpun, 
Drawn, out, and cut, and ſo is done; 
Withers the roſe; the bloſſom blaſts ;. 
The flower fades; the morning haſtes; 
The ſun doth ſet; the ſhadows fly; 

The gourd conſumes; and mortals die. 


Like to the graſs that's newly ſprung, 
Or like a tale that's new begun; 
Or. like a bird that's here to-day, , 
Or like the pearled dew of May; 
Like an hour, or like a ſpan, 
Or like the ſinging of a ſwan: 
E'en ſuch is man, who lives by breath, 
Is here; now there, in life and death. 
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The graſs decays; the tale doth end; 
The bird is flown ; the dews aſcend ; 
The hour is ſhort; the ſpan not long ; 
The ſwan's near death; man's life is done, 


Like to the bubble in the brook, 
Or in a glaſs much like a look; 
Or like the ſhuttle in the hand, 
Or like the writing in the ſand; 
Or like a thought, or like a dream, 
Or like the gliding of the ſtream ; 
E'en ſuch is man, who lives by breath, 
Is here, now there, in life and death; 
The bubble's burſt; the look's forgot; : 
The ſhuttle's flung; the writings blot; 
The thought is paſt; the dream is gone; 
The water glides; man's life is done. 


DAY or JUDGMENT: 
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— mn ern nn 
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When Virtue, long abandon'd and forlorn, 
Shall raiſe her penſive head; and Vice, that erſt 
Rang'd unreprov'd and free, ſhall fink appalld; _ 
I ſing advent'rous—But what eye can pierce _ 

The vaſt immeaſurable realms of ſpace, | 

O'er which Meſſiah drives his flaming car 

To that bright region, where enthron'd he fits, 
Firſt-born of heav'n, to judge aſſembled worlds, 
Cloth'd in celeſtial radiance?” Can the Muſe, 

Her feeble wing all damp with earthly dew,. 

Soar to that bright empyreal, where around 
Myriads of angels, God's perpetual choir, 

Hymn hallelujahs, and in concert loud 

Chaunt ſongs of triumph to their Maker's praiſe ?—. 
Yet will I ſtrive to ſing, albeit unus'd 

To tread poetic ſoil. What though the wiles 
Of fancy me enchanted, ne'er could lure _ 

To rove o'er fairy lands; to ſwim the ſtreams 


That through her valleys wave their mazy way; 
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Or climb her mountain tops; yet will I rail 
My feeble voice to tell what harmony 

(Sweet as the muſic of the rolling ſpheres) 
Attunes the moral world: that Virtue ſtill 

May hope her promis'd crown; that Vice may dread 
Vengeance, tho? late; that reas*ning Pride may own 
Juft, though unſearchable, the ways of heav's. 


|  Sceptic? whoe*er thou art, who ſay'ſh the ſoul, 
That divine particle which God's own breath 

Inſpir'd into the mortal maſs, ſhall reſt 

Annihilate, till duration has unroll'd 

Her never-ending line; tell, if thou know'ſt,, 

Why every nation, every clime, though all 

In laws, in rites, in manners diſagree, 

With one conſent expect another world, 

Where wickedneſs ſhall weep? Why Paynim bards 

Fabled Elyſian plains, Tartarean lakes, 

Styx and Cocytus? Tell, why Hali's ſons 

Have feign'd'a paradiſe of mirth and love, 

Banquets, and blooming nymphs? Or rather tell; 

Why, on the brink of Orellana's ſtream 

Where never ſcience rear'd her ſacred torch, 

Th' untutor'd Indian dreams of happier worlds 

Behind the cloud-topt hill? Why, in each breaſt 

Is plac'd a friendly monitor, that prompts, 

Informs, dire&s, encourages, forbids? 

Tell, why on unknown evil grief attends, 

Or joy on ſecret good? Why conſcience acts 

With tenfold force, when ſickneſs, age, or pain 

Stands tott*ring on the precipice of death? 

Or why ſuch horror gnaws the guilty ſoul 

Of dying finners, while the good man fleeps. 
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Peaceful and calm, and with a ſmile expires? _ 
Look round the world! with what a partial hand 
The feale of bliſs and mis'ry is ſuſtain d 
Beneath the ſhade of cold Obſcurity 
Pale Virtue lies; no arm ſupports her head, 
No friendly voice ſpeaks comfort to her ſoul, 
Nor ſoft-ey'd Pity drops a melting tear; 
But, in their ſtead, Contempt and rude Diſdain 
Inſult the baniſh'd wanderer: on ſhe goes, 
Neglected and forlorn: Diſeaſe and cold, 
And famine, worſt of ills, her ſteps attend! 
Yet patient, and to heav'n's juſt will refign'd, 
She ne'er is ſeen to weep, or heard to ſigh. 


Nov turn your eyes to yon ſweet- ſmelling bow 'r, 
Where, fluſh'd with all the inſolence of wealth, 
Sits pamper'd Vice! For him th' Arabian gale 
Breathes forth delicious odours; Gallia's hills 
For him pour nectar from the purple vine. 

Nor think for'theſe he pays the tribute due 

To heav'n: of heav'n he never names the name, 
Save when with imprecations dark and dire 

He points his jeſt obſcene. Yet buxom health 

Sits on his roſy cheek; yet honor gilds 
His high exploits; and downy-pinion'd fleep 
| Sheds à ſoft opiate o'er his peaceful couch. 


Seeſt thou this, righteous Father! ſeeſt thou this, 
And wilt thou ne'er repay? Shall good and ill 
Be carried undiſtinguiſh'd to the land 
Where all things are forgot? — Ah, no! the day 
Will come, when Virtue from the cloud ſhall burſt, 


That long obſcur'd her beams; when Sin ſhall fly 
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Back to her native hell; there ſink eclips'd 
In penal darkneſs; where nor ſtar ſhall riſe, 
Nor ever ſunſhine pierce th' impervious gloom. 


On that great day the ſolemn trump ſhall ſound, 
{That trump which once in heav'n, on man's revolt 
Convok'd th* aſtoniſh'd ſeraphs) at whoſe voice 
Th' unpeopled graves ſhall pour forth all their dead.] 
Then ſhall th' aſſembled nations of the earth 
From ev'ry quarter at the judgment-ſeat 
Uane; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, 

Parthians; and they who dwelt on Tiber's banks, 
Names fam'd of old: or who of later age, 
Chineſe and Ruſſian, Mexican and Turk, 

Tenant the wild terrene; and they who pitch 
Their tents on Niger's banks; or, where the ſun 
Pours on Golconda's ſpires his early light, 

Drink Ganges“ ſacred ſtream. At once ſhall riſe, 
Whom diſtant ages to each other's fight 


Had long denied : before the throne ſhall havel 


Some great progenitor, while at his fide _ 


Stand his deſcendants through 2 thouſand lines. 


Whate'er their nation, and whate'er their rank, 
Heroes and patriarchs, ſlaves and ſcepter'd kings, 
With equaleye the God of all ſhall ſee, 

And judge with equal love. What though the great 
With coftly pomp and aromatic ſweets 

Embalm'd his poor remains; or through the dome 

A thouſand tapers ſhed their gloomy light, 


While ſolema organs to his parting ſoul 


Chauntedlow oriſons? Say, by what mark 
Doſt thou diſcern him from that lowly ſwain ET 
Whoſe mouldering bones beneath the thorn-bound turf - 
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Long 6 neglected? All at once ſhall riſe, 

But not to equal glory; for, alas! 

With howlings dire, and execrations 54 

Some wail their fatal birth. Firſt among theſe 
Behold the mighty murd'rers of mankind: 

They who in ſport whole kingdoms flew; or they 


Who to the tott'ring pinnacle of power 


Waded through ſeas of blood! How will they curſe 
The madneſs of ambition! how lament 


Their dear bought laurels; when the widow'd wife 0 


And childleſs mother, at the judgment ſeat, 

Plead trumpet-tongued againſt them Here are they 
Who ſunk an aged father to the grave; 
Or with unkindneſs hard, and cold diſdain, 
Slighted a brother's ſuff*riags.—Here they are 
Whom fraud and ſkilful treachery long ſecur'd; 
Who from the infant virgin tore her dow'r, 

And ate the orphan's bread ; who ſpent their ſtores 
In ſelfiſh luxury; or o'er their gold 
Proftrate and pale ador'd the uſeleſs heap. 

Here too who ftain'd the chaſte connubial bed. 
Who mix'd the pois*nous bowl; or broke the ties 
Of hoſpitable friendſhip; and.the wretch 

Whoſe liſtleſs ſoul; ſick with the cares of life, 
Unſummon'd, to the preſence of his God 

Ruſh'd in with inſult rude. How would they joy 


Once more to viſit earth, and, though oppreſs'd 


With all that pain and famine can inſlict, 

Pant up the hill of life? Vain wiſh! the Judge 
Pronounces doom eternal on their heads, 
Perpetual puniſhment. Seek not to know 
What puniſument! for that th* Almighty will 
Has hid from mortal eyes: and ſhall vain man, 
With curious ſearch 3 preſume to pry 
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Into thy ſecrets, Father? No! let him 

With humble patience all thy works adore, 
And walk in all thy paths; ſo.ſhall his meed 

Be great in heav'n; fo haply ſhall he ſcape 
Th' immortal worm and never-ceaſing fire, 


But who are they, who, bound in tenfold chains, 

Stand horribly aghaſt? This is that crew - 

Who ftrove to puil. Jehovah from his throne, 

And in the place of heaven's eternal King, 

Set up the phantem Chance. For them in vain 

Alternate ſeaſons cheer'd the rolling year; 

In vain the ſun o'er herb, tree, fruit, and flow*r 

Shed genial influence mild; and the pale moon 

Repair'd her waging orb.—Next theſe is plac's 

The vile blaſphemer; he whoſe impious wit 

Profan'd the facred myſteries of faith, 

And *gainft tf impenetrable walls of heav'n 
Planted his feeble battery. By theſe ſtands 

The Arch-Apoſtate: he, with many a wile, 

Exhorts them ſtill to foul revolt. Alas! 

No hope have they from black deſpair, no ray 


Shines through the gloom to cheer-their linking foals; 


In agonies of grief they curſe the hour 
When irn they left religion”s pare way. 


| Theſe on the left are a but on the right 
A choſen band appears, who fought beneath 

The banner of Jehovah, and defied 

Satan's united legions, Some, unmov'd 

At the grim tyrant's frown, o'er barb'rous climes 
DifFus'd the goſpel's light: ſome long immur'd 
(Sad ſervizude!) in chains and dungeons pin'd; 
Or, rack'd with all the agonics of pain, 
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Whom heav*neleed to that glorious ſtrife 

Here are they plac'd, whoſe kind munifieence | 

Made heav'n- born ſcience raiſe her enn * ; 

And on the labors of a future race | 

Entail'd their juſt reward. Thou among t theſe, ' 

Good Sga rox! whole well-judg'd benevolence, 

Foft'ring fair genius, bad the poet's hand 

Bring annual off rings to his Maker's ſhrine, 

Shalt find the generous care was not in vain. 

Here is that fav'rite band, whom mercy mild, 

God's beff lov'd attribute, adorn'd; whoſe gate 
Stood ever open to the ftranger's call; 

Wh fed the hungry; to the thirſty lip 

Reach'd obt the friendly cup; whoſe care benign 

From the rude blaſt ſecur'd the pilgrims fide; 

Who heard the widow's tender tale, and ſhook 

The galling ſhackle from the pris'ner's feet; 

Who each endearing tie, each office knew _ 

Of meek-ey'd, heaven-defcended chatity, 
O charity, thou nymph divinely fa! 

Sweeter than thoſe whom ancient poets bound 

In amity's indiſſoluble chain, 

The graces! how ſhall I eſſay to paint 

Thy charms, celeſtial maid! and in rude verſe 

Blazon thoſe deeds thyſelf didf ne*%er reveal? 

For thee nor rankling envy can infet, 

Nor rage tranſport, nor high, o'erweening pride 

Puff up with vain conceit: ne'er didit thou . 

To ſee the ſinner as a verdaut tree i 
Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the ſtream; | 
While, like ſome blaſted trunk, the righteous 4 2 
Proſtrate, forlorn. When prophecies ſhall full, 
When tongues ſhall ceaſe, when knowledge is Cad; 


- "hs ; 
2 25 + 4 
* 


* Wan. — 
* [4 


ws Pe 
£ + . 4 


212 DAY OF JUDGMENT: 


And this great day is come, thou by the throne 
Shall fir triumphant. Thither, lovely maid! 
Bear me, O bear me on thy ſoaring wing, 

And through the adamantine gates of heav'n 


Conduct my ſteps, ſafe from the fiery gulph 


And dark abyſs, where fin and Satan reign! 


But can the muſe, her numbers all too weak, 
Tell how that reftleſs element of fire 
Shall wage with ſeas and earth inteſtine war, 
And deluge all creation? Whether (ſo 
Some think) the comet, as through fields of air 

Lawleſs he wanders, ſhall ruſh headlong on, 
Thwarting th* ecliptic, where th* unconſcious earth 
Rolls in her wonted courſe; whether the ſun 
With force centripetal into his orb 

Attract her, long reluctant; or the caves, 

Thoſe dread volcanos, where engender'd lie 
Sulphurepus minerals, from their dark abyſs 

Pour firearms of liquid fire ;. while from above, 

As erſt on Sodom, heaven's avenging hand 


K ins fierge combuſtion. —Where are now the works 
Of art, the toil of ages ?—Where are now | 


TY unperial cities, ſepulchres, and domes, 
Trophies and pillars ?—Where is Egypt” s boaſt, 

| Thoſe lofty pyramids, which high in air 
Rear'd their aſpiring heads, to diſtant times 
Of Memphian pride a laſting monument— 
Tell me where Athens rais'd her tow'rs? where Thobes 
Open'd her hundred portals?—Tell me where 


Stood ſea-girt Albion? where imperial Rome, 


Propt by ſeven hills, fat like a ſceptred queen, 
And aw'd the tributary world to peace ?— 
$hew me the rampart which o'er many a hill, 
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Through many a valley, ſtretch'd-its 0 ue * 
Rais'd by that m ghty monarch to repel W 
The roving Tartar, when with inſult rude 
Gainſt Pekin's tow'rs he bent th? uaerring bow. s 
Bat what is mimic art? E'en nature's works, 
Seas, meadows, paſtures, the meand'ring en 
And everlaſting hills, ſhall be no more. 
No more ſhall Teneriff, cloud piercing big! 
O'erhang th' Atlantio ſurge; nor that fam'd cu wh 

Thro' which the Perſian fteer'd with many a fail, 
Throw to the Lemnian iſle its ev'ning ſhad2 
O'er half the wide /Egean.—Where are no- 

The Alps that confin'd with unnumber'd realms, -» 
And from the Black Sea to the ocean itremga 
Stretch'd their extended arms Where's Ararat, 
That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark, 
Which ſeven long months had voyag'd/o'er its 1 
Firſt refed, when the earth with all her ſons, ö 
As now by ſtreaming cataracts of fire, : 

Was whelm'd by mighty waters ?—All at once 

Ate vantſh*d and diffoly*d; no trace remains, -- 

No mark of vain diſtiaction: heaven itielf, 

'That azure vault, with all thoſe eadiadtcords, 

Sinks, in the univerſal ruin loſt. 

No more ſhall planets round their centra fair 
Move in harmonious dance ; no more-the moon 
Hang out her filver lamp; and thoſe fix'd 8570 
8pangling the golden canopy of night. 
Which#oft the Tuſcan with his optic WY * 
Call'd from their wondrous height, e, names 
And magnitude, ſome winged miniſter 
Shall quench ; and (ſareſt ſign that all on earth WH 

3s loſt hall fend _ heaven the myike- amy 
15 NW Rees Mga. 
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Such is that awful, that tremendous day, 
* Whoſe coming who ſhall tell? For as a thief 
Unheard, unſeen, it Reals with filent pace 


| Thro' night's dark gloom.—Perhaps as here I fit, 
And rudely carol theſe incondite lays, | 
Soon ſhall the hand be check'd, and dumb the mouth | 
That liips the falt'ring ftrain.—O may it ne'er 
Intrude unwelcome on an ill ſpent hour; 


But find me wrapt in meditations high, 
e yu Creator 
— Pow'r Supreme? 
eee 
<< Ta. thee I lift my voice. With fervent heat 
<< Mek, all ye elements! And thou, high heaven, 
<< Shrink like a ſhriveil'd ſcroll! But think, O Lord, 
< 'Thiak on the beſt, the nobleſt of thy works; 
Think on thinc own bright image! Think on him 
« Who died to fave us from thy righteous wrath ; 
« And mi the wacek of warkds remember man!) | 
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TEND to the wretch whom every friend forſakes, 
F woo thee, Dzatht Ia fancy's fairy paths. 

Let the gay ſongſter rove, and gently trill 

The frain of empty joy. Life and its joys | 
J leave to thoſe that prize them. At this hour, w 
Tnis ſolemn hour, when fence rules the world, 
And wearicd natare makes a gen'ral pauſe; 
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Wrapt in night's ſable robe, thro? cloyſters drear 
And charnels pale, tenanted by a throng 12 
Of meagre phantoms ſhooting croſs my path 
With ſilent glance, I ſeek the ſhadowy vale. 
Of Death. Deep in a murky cave's receſs, 
Lav'd by Oblivion's liſtleſs ſtream, and fenc'd 
By ſhelving rocks, and intermingled horrors 
Of yew and cypreſs ſhade, from all intruſion 
. Of buſy noontide beam, the Monarch fits 
In unſubſtantial majeſty enthron'd. | 
At his right hand, neareſt himſelf in place 
And frightfulneſs of form, his parent Sin 
With fatal induſtry and cruel care 
Buſies herſelf in pointing all his ſtings, | 
And tipping every ſhaft with veaom drawn 
From her infernal ſtore: around him rang'd 
In terrible array, and mixture ſtrange 
Of uncoath ſhapes, ſtand his dread miniſters. 
Foremoſt Old Age, his natural ally _ 
And firmeſt friend: next him diſeaſes thick, 
A motley train; Fever, with cheek of fre; 
Conſumption wan; Palſy, half warm with life, 
And half a clay-cold lump; joint-tort'ring Goat, 
And ever-gnawing Rheum ; Convulſion wild; 
| Swon Dropſy ; panting Aſthma; Apoplex 
| Full-gorg'd. There too the peſtilence that walks 
| In darknefs, and the ſickneſs that deſtroys 
| At broad noon-day. Theſe, and a thouſand more, 
Horrid to tell, attentive wait; and, wen 
By Heav'n's command, Death waves his ebon wand, 
Sudden ruſh forth to execute his purpoſe, 
And ſcatter deſolation o'er the earth. 


IIl-fated Man, for ch te various 8 
Of mis'ry wait, and mark their future prey 
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Ah! why, all-righteous Father, did} thou make 
This creature, Man? why wake th' unconſcious duſt 
To life and wretchedneſs? O better fir 
Still had he ſlept in uncreated night, 
If this the lot of Being! Was it for this 
Thy breath divine kindled within his breaſt 
The vital fame? For this was thy fair image 
Stampt on his ſoul in godlike lineaments? 
For this dominion giv'n him abſolute 
O'er all thy works, only that he might reign 
Supreme in woe? From the bleſt fource of Good 
Could Pain and Death proceed? Could ſuch foul ills 
Fall from fair Mercy's hands? Par be the thought, 
The impiow thought! God never made a creature 
Dat what was good. He made a living Soul ; 
Ide awretched Mortal was the work of Man. 
Forth from his Maker's hands he ſprung to life, 
Freſh with immortal bloom; no pain he knew, 
No fear of change, no check to his deſires, | 
Save one command. That one command, which ſtood | 
Twixt him and Death, the teſt of his obedience, ; 
Urg'd on by wanton curioſity, 1 
He broke. There in one moment was und one 
The faireſt of God's works. The ſame raſh hand, 
That pluck'd in evil hour the fatal fruit, 1M 
Unbarr'd the gates of Hell, and let loeſe Sin, 
And Death, and all the family of Pain, | 
To prey upon mankind. Young Nature ſaw „ 
The monſtrous crew, and ſhook thro? all her frame. 
'Then fied her new-born luſtre, then began G 
: Heaven's cheerful face to low'r, then vapors choak'd 
The troubled air, and form'd a veil of clouds . 
© To hide the willing Sun. The earth convuls'd 
With painful throes threw forth a briftly crop 
Of thorns and briars; and Inſect, Bird, and Beaſt, 
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That wont before with admiration fond 

To gaze at Man, and fearleſs crowd around him, 

Now fled before his face, ſhunning in haſte 

Th' infection of his mis'ry. He alone 

Who juſtly might, th* offended Lord of Man, 

| Turn'd not away his face; he, full of pity, 
Forſook not in this uttermoſt diſtreſs ; 

His bef lov'd work. That comfort ſtill remain'd 
(That beſt, that greateſt comfort in affliction) 

The countenance of God, and thro” the gloom 

Shot forth ſome kindly gleams, to cheer and warm 

Th' offender's finking ſoul. Hope fent from heav'n 

Uprais'd his drooping head, and ſhew'd afar 

A happier ſcene of things; the Promis*d Seed 

Trampling upon the Serpent's humbled cre; 
Death of his ſting diſarm'd; and the dark grave, 

Made pervious to the realms of endleſs day, 

No more the limit bat the gate of life. 


Cheer'd with the view, Man went to till the ground, 
From whence he roſe; ſentene*d indeed to toll 
As to a puniſhment, yet (ev'n in wrath, 

So merciful is Heav'n) this toil became 

The ſolace of his woes, the ſweet employ 

Of many a live-long hour, and ſureſt guard 

Againſt Diſeaſe and Death. Death, tho? denoune'd, | 
Was yet a diſtant ill, by feeble arm 

Of Age, his ſole ſupport, led flowly on. 

Not then, as fince, the ſhort-liv'd ſons of men 
Flock'd to his realms in countleſs multitudes; _ 
Scarce in the courſe of twice five hundred years, 
One ſolitary ghoſt went ſhiv'ring down 
To his unpeopled ſhore, In ſober ſtate 
Through the ſequeſter'd vale of rural life, 
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The venerable” Patriarch guileleſs held 

The tenor of his way; Labor prepar'd 

His ſimple fare, and Temp'rance rul'd his dome, 
Tir'd with his daily toi, at early eve 

He ſunk to ſudden reſt; gentle and pure | 
As breath of evening Zephyr, and as ſweet, 
Were all his lumbers; with the Sun he roſe 
Alert and vigorous as He, to run 

His defin'd coarſe. Thus nerv'd with giant ſtrengths, 
He ſtemm'd the tide of Time, and ſtood the ſhock © 
Of ages rolling harmleſs o'er his head. 
At life's meridian point arriv'd, he ſtood, 
And looking round, ſaw all the valleys ſill'd 
With nations from his Joins; full-well content 
To leave his race thus ſcatter'd o'er the earth. 
Along the gentle ſlope of life's decline 

He bent his gradual way, till full of years, 


He dropt like mellow fruit into his grave. 


duch in the infancy of Time was man; 
So calm was life, ſo impotent was Death! 
O had he but preſerv'd-theſe few remains, 
The ſhatter'd fragments, of loſt happineſs, 
Snatch'd by the hand of Heav'n from the ſad wreck 
Of innocence primæ val; ftill had he liv'ed þ 
In rain great; tho' fall'n, yet net forlorn ; 
Though mortal, yet not every where beſet 


| With Death in every ſhape! But he, impatient 


To be completely wretched, haſtes to fill up 
The meaſure of his woes —T was Man himſelf 


Brought death into the world; and Man himſelf 


Gave keenneſs to his darts, quicken'd his pace, 
And malti>1»'s deſtruction on mankind. 
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Firt Envy, eldeſt born of Hell, embrued 

Jer hands in blood, and taught the Sons of Mey 
Jo make a Death which Nature never made, 

And God abhorr'd; with violence rude to break 
The thread of life ere half its length was run, 

And rob à wretched brother of his being. 
With joy Ambition ſaw, and ſoon imprev'd 
The execrable deed, *T'was not enough 
By ſubtle fraud to ſnatch a ſingle life, 
Puny 1mpiety! whole kingdoms fell 
To fate the luſt of power: more horrid ſtill, 
The fouleſt ſtain and ſcandal of our nature, 
Became its boaſt, One Murder made a Villain; 
Millions a Hero. Princes were privileg'd 

To, kill, and numbers ſanRifed the crime. 

Ah! why will Kings forget that they are Men? 
And Mea that they are Brethren? Why delight 
Fn human ſacrifice? Why burſt the ties | 
Of Nature, that ſhould knit their ſouls together 
In one ſoft bond of amity and love? 

Yet ſtill they breath deſtruction, ſtill go on, 

1 nhumanly 4 ingenious, to find out 

New pains for life, new terrors for the grave, 
Arrtificers of Death! Still Monarchs dream 
Of univerſal empire growing up 
From univerſal ruin. Blaſt the defign, 
Great God of Hoſts, nor let thy creatures fall 
Vopitied victims at Ambition's ſhrine! 


Yet ſay, mould Tyrants learn at laſt to feel, 
And the loud din of battle ceaſe to bray; 
Should dove- eyed Peace o'er all the earth extend 
Her olive branch, and give the world repoſe, 
Would Death be foil'd? Would health, and ſtrength, 
Defy his power? Has he no arts in ſtore, [and youth 
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No other ſhafts ſave thoſe of war? Alas! N | 
Ev'n in the ſmile of Peace, that ſmile which ſheds | 
A heav'nly ſunſhine o'er the ſoul, there baſks 
That ſerpent Luxury. War its thouſands flays; 
Peace its ten thouſands. In th* embattled plain, 
Tho' Death exults, and claps his raven wings, 
Yet reigns he not ev'n there ſo abſolute, * | N 
So mercileſs, as in yon frantic ſcenes 
Of midnight revel and tumultuous mirth, 
Where in th' intoxicating draught conceal'd, 
Or couch'd beneath the glance of lawleſs love, 
He ſuares the ſimple yoſth, who nought ſuſpecting, 
Means to be bieſt—but finds himſelf undone. | 


| "Down the ſmooth ſtream of life the ſtripling darts, 
Gay as the morn; bright glows uhe vernal ſcy, 
Hope ſwells his ſails, and Paſſion fteers his courſe. 
- | Safe glides his little bark along the ſhore 
| Where Virtue takes her ſtand; but if too far 
{ He launches forth beyond diſcretion's mark, 
| Sudden the tempeſt ſcowls, the ſurges 8 
Blot his fair day, and plunge him in the deep. 
O fad but ſare miſchance! O happier far 
Io lie like gallant Howe *midft Indian wilds 
A breathleſs corſe, cut off by ſavage hands 
In earlieſt prime, a generous ſacrifice 
To freedom's holy cauſe ; than fo to fall, 
Torn immature from life's meridian joys, 
2 A prey to Vice, Intemp'rance, and Diſeaſe. 


<> 1 . Yet die ev'n thus, thus rather periſh ſtill, 
Ve Sons of Pleaſure, by th? Almighty firick'n, 
Than ever dare (though oft, alas! ye dare) 
To lift again yourſelves the murd*rous ſleel, 
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To wreſt from God's own hand the ſword of Juſtice, 
And be your own. avengers! Hold, raſh Man, 
Though with anticipating ſpeed thou'ſt rang d 
hrough every region of delight, nor left. 
One joy to gild the evening of thy days; 
Though life ſeem-one uncomfortable void, 
jon at thy heels, before thy face deſpair; 
et gay this ſcene, and light. this load of woe, 

-ompar'd with thy hereafter. Think, O think, 
ere thou plunge into the vaſt abyſs, | 
ls on the verge awhile; look down and ſee 

hy future manſion. Why that ſtart of hotror? 
rom thy ſlack hand why drops th? uplifted-ſteel? 
Pidft thou not think ſuch vengeance muſt await 
he wretch, that with his crimes all freſh about him, 
uſhes irreverent, unprepar'd, uncall'd, 


/ Into his Maker's preſence, throwing back 
Wich inſolent diſdain his choiceſt gift? 


Live then, while Heav'n in pity fends thee life, 
And think it all too ſhort to waſh away, 


| © By penitential tears and deep contrition, 


| The ſcarlet of thy orimes. So ſhalt thou find 


Reſt to thy ſoul; ſo unappall'd flialt meet 

Death when he comes, not wantonly invite 

His ling'ring ſtroke. Be it thy ſole concern 

With i innocence to live: with patience wait 

Th' appointed hour; too ſoon that hour will come. \ 


Tho Nature run her courſe. But Nature's God, 


I need require, by thouſand various ways,. 


Without thy aid, can ſhorten that ſhort ſpan, 


And quench the lamp of life. O when he comes, 
Rous'd by the cry of wickedneſs extreme,, 
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To keav'n aſcending from ſonie guilt Fe 
Now ripe for vengeance ;" when he comes any 
Ia all the terrors of almighty wrath, 
Forth from his boſom plucks tis Wag · nag arm, 
And os the miſcreants pours deſtruction down; © 
/ Who can abide his coming? Who can bear 
His whole diſpleaſure? In no common form | 
Death then appears, but ſtarting into ſize 
Enormous, meaſures. with. gigantic ſtride 
Thi aſtoniſh'd Earth, and from his looks throws round 
Uautterable horrof and diſmay; 
All Nature leads her aid, Each Element 
Arms in his cauſe. Ope fly the doors of heav'nz 
The fountains of the deep their barriers break ; 
Above, below, the rival torrents pour 
And drown Creation; or in floods of fire 
Deſcends a livid cataraR; and conſumes 
An impious race. Sometimes, when all ſeems peace, 
4 Wakes the grim whirlwind, and, with. rude embrace, ( 
Sweeps nations to their grave, or in the deep 
Whelms the proud wooden world; full many. A youth ; 
Floats on his wat'ry bier, or lies unwepft 
On ſome ſad defart ſhore! At dead of night, 
In ſullen flence ſtalks forth Peſtilence: 
Confagien cloſe behind taints all her ſteps. 
With pois'nous dew; no ſmiting hand is ſeen- 
No ſound is heard, but ſoon her ſecret path 
L mark' d with deſolation; heaps on heaps _ 
Promiſcuoug drop. No friend, no refuge near; 
All, all is falfg and treacherous around; 
All that they touch, or taſte, or breathe is Death. 


But ak!” what means that ruinous roar? 1049 rag 
| Theſe toti'ring feet? * centre feels 
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| The Godhead"; ; pow'r, and trembiing at his touch 

Through all its pillars, and in eviry pore, } ” 

- Hurls to the ground, with one convulſive heave, 

Precipitating domes, and towns; and tow'rs, 
The work —— n INS * 
One common grave; neten aces left "AA 
To wail her ſons: the houſe; neem 1a 

Entombs its maſter; and the faithleſs plain, 
F there he flies for help; with ſudden yawn. 
Starts from beneath him. Shield me; gracious * 
O ſhatch me from deſtruction! If this Globe, 
This ſolid Globe, which thine on hand * made 
So firm and ſure; if this my ſteps betriy ; © 
If my own'mother Earth, from'whence'I n 
Riſe up with rage unnatural to devouh!it 

1 Her wretched offspring; whither ſhall I fly?" 

| Where look for ſuccour?* Where, but up to thee, 

Almighty Father? Save, O ſave thy ſuppiant 

1 From horrors ſuch as theſe! At thy good time 

Let Death approach; I reck not—let him but come: 

In genuine form, not with thy vengeance arm'd, 

Too much fer man to bear. O rather lend. 

Thy kindly aid to mitigate his ſtroke; 

And at that hour, when all aghaſt I ſtanld 

(A trembling candidate for thy compaſſion} 

On this world's brink; and look into the next;: 

When my ſoul, ſtarting from the dark .unknowng. _ 

Caſts back a wiſhful look, and fondly clings 

To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrench'd 

From this fair ſcene, from all her cuſtom'd j Joy%,. 

And all the lovely relatives of liſe; 

Then ſhed thy comforts o'er me, then put on 

The gentleſt of thy looks. Let no dark. crimes, 
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Senſe of paſt guilt, and dread of future woe. 

Far be the ghaſtly-crew! And in their ſtead 

| Lead forth a goodly train of Virtaes fair, 
4 2 now paying back 
And bearing 0 er my wounds the heav'nly-balon_ 
Of conſcious innocence. But'chiefly Thou 
| Whomſofi-cyed Pity once led down from heav'n- 
To bleed for man, to teach him hew to-live, 
And oh! fiill harder leſſon! how. to die; 
Diſdain not Thou to ſmooth: the reſtleſs bed 
Of Sickneſs and of Pain, Forgive the tear 
That feeble Nature drops, calm all her fears, 
\Wake all her hopes, and animate her faith, 
Rurfts from the 8 of umd ring clay. 
"7 And on the wing of Ecſtaſy upborne, 
Ipriogs into Liberty, and Light, and Life, 
r 
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